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MAD AM, 


I” Pie -honour I, xegeived from 


Your Ro YAL HreHN Ess, in 
123 permitted to read this 


play to you before it was acted, made 
me more happy than any other Tucceſs 
that could have happened to me. If it 
had the good fortune to gain Vour 
Rorar HicHNEss's approbation, I 


| heen Wop reflecting to what to 


impute. 


DEDICATION 


impute it, and 1 think, it muſt have 


been. the Cataſtrophe of the fable, the 


rewarding virtue, and the relieving the 
diſtreſſed : For that could not fail to 
give you ſome pleaſure in fiction, which, 


it 18 plain, gives you the rena in 


reality; or elſe Your Rorai Hicnntss 
would not (as you always have done) 
make it * daily practice. 


I am, 
MADAM, 3 
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Spoken” by Ar. WIL K 8. 


0 9 2 Wifh ſome 2 careleſs of renown, 1 
1 1 Would without formal prologue riſque the town 
: b | For what is told you by ibis uſeleſs ditty ? 5 OR 
n F Only that tragedy Huld mave your pity: : „ 
8 1 That auben you fee theatric heroes Hoon, | : 
) 3 | Their virtues you Soul firive to make your own. 1 
i bat gain n this ſalemn way of teaching?  - 
9 Our precepts mend our fiwes no more than „ * 
- | Since then our bard declines this beaten path; . . - 
I What if we laſb d the critics into wrath ? i : 
3 Poets ſhould ne er be drones ; mean, harmleſs thingss 
Bur guard, like bees, their labours by their flings. / 
= That mortal ſure muſt all qubi tign. mother, | 
Who dares not hurt one man to pleaſe another. 
What, fink a joke { That's but a mere pretence e: 
He fhews maſt wits Who, gives the moſt offence, 
2. But fill our ſqueamiſh author ſatire loath © 
85 4. children, plyße; er as women, oaths. ef ks 


9 He knows he's at the bar, and muſt_ſubmit ; 


5 For ev'ry man is born a judge of wit. 
Hau can yon err? Plays are like paintings try d. 
a | You firſt enquire the hand, and then decide: 


Yet judge him not before the curtain draws, 
11 Left a fair hearing fhould reverſe the cauſc. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
P hraortes, EW _ IE 5 Mr. Wilks. * 


Sophernes, Mr. Booth, | 
Hydarnes, 25 Mills. be 
Araxes, : , Mr. Williams. AED > 
Orbaſius, wo | Mr, Bridgwater. | 
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SCENE, The Palace. 

H ydarnes, Conſpitators. 0 
iy \ 9 17, Conſpirator. 


N S night near ſpent? | 
ng as Conſp. *Tis yet the dead of night ; 
1 And not a 2 -x Fam yon hills 
* Fore- runs the morning's dawn. 
73 E 1% Conſp. Thus far w' are ſafe. 
B 24 Conſp. Silence and ſleep throughout the palace 
reign. 

1 Conſp. Succeſs is now ſecure. 

2d Conſp. Are all aſſembled? 

1/7 Conſp. Our number's not complete. 

24 Conſp. What, not yet come | 
Thoſe two were over-zealous. It looks ill. 

1/. Conſp. Why fear ye? Pm their pledge. I know 
| _ _ brave. . | F | x | 
2 ip 1 hey']! ſoon be with us and partake our glory. 
1 Hyd. What niean theſe — * 

1% Conſp. If miſtruſt divide us, 
Our enterprize is foil'd, and we are loſt. 

Hyd. My vengeful heart pants for the glorious deed, 
Vol. III. ES - --- And 


& 


2 The CATTIVES 
And my thirſt quickens for Phraortes blood. 
Why ſtops the lazy night ?—O morning, riſe ; 
Call up the drowſy prieſts to the day's taſk ; 
The king to day the holy hill aſcends, 
And proſtrate falls before the riſing fun. 1 
/ Conſp The ſun ſhall riſe, but riſe to him no more. 
For as he paſſes from tne royal chamber 1 
This ſtrikes him home. 
224 Conſp. Let each man give him death. 
We cannot be too ſure. 8 
Hyd. Revenge is nine. 
By him my father fell, by him my brothers; 
They fail'd, they periſſi'd in the great deſign: 
Succeſs and vengeance are reſerv'd for me. 
My father led the Median hoſts to battle, 
And all the hoſts of Media ſung his triumphs. 
1/7 Conſp. The people's hearts were his. 
Hyd. The people ſaw | | 
His royal virtues. He, to pleaſe his country, 
Graſp'd at the ſceptre which Phraortes holds. 
For this he ſuffer'd ignominious death: 
His houſe was raz d; my brave, unhappy brothers 
Fell in his ruin; J alone eſcap'd ; 
In baniſhment Pve ſigh'd whole years away, 
Unknown, forgot —But now, even in his glory,” 
Now, while he leads the Per/ian princes captive, 
And overflows whole nations with his armies, 
I'll tab him to the heart. 
24 Conſp. What ſound was that? A 
1½ Conſp. Lights paſs acroſs the rooms, and haſty i 
ſteps 5 | ; 


Move to the king's apartment. . Sleep is fled, 

And all the palace lives; Phraortes wakes. 
24 Conſp. Huſh ! hark again! ; 
„ Conſp. The echoes of the night 


Catch ev':y whitper. | ; 
24 Conſp. Some have overheard us. 
1} Corp. It muſt beſo. The guards have took th? 
alarm ; | 
Our lives, (what's worſe) our enterprize is loft ! 
2d Conſp. Retreat, my friends; let us reſerve ourſelve 


For ſome more proſp'rous hour. | 
7 9! 


k th? 


elve 
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The CAPTIVES.  «&2 
Hyd. You raiſe up phantoms, | 


9 Then ſtart at them yourſelves. Some fickly quilm 
las wak'd the king toe ſoon. Hence ſpring your fears, 
7 Hence grows this mean furprize...Aretheſe your boaſts? 


Danger but whets the edge of reſolution, 
And at each noiſe I grafp my dagger faſter, 


1 Is every thing diſpos'd to oo th* alarm 
Among the Perſian captives ? —_ of. freedom 
Will arm them on our fide. 


1/t Conſp. Were the blow ſtruck, 


7 The reſt would follow. - 


Hyd. See n gleam of light 


Wi | Darts from the king's apartment. Man your r heart 
he firm, be ready. Let. not trembling fear : 


Miſguide your aim; let ev'ry wound be np | 
½ Conſp. This way and that way danger preſſe 
near us. 


Where ſhall we fly? The tread of nimble feet 
Hurries from room to room, and all the palace 


Swarms as at noon. 
24 Conſp. Let us conſult our ſafety. | 
1% Conſp. To ſtay and to be taken is deſpair; 3 


And what's deſpair ? but poor, mean cowardice, 


By timely caution heroes are preſerv d 


1 For glorious enterprize, and mighty kingdoms 
ö Are levell'd with the duſt. 


Hyd. Withdraw yourſelves. 


Be kn. and liten Theſe will beſt inform us 


0 9 | If ſtill it may be done; or if the blow 


5 7 Enter Orbaſius, Araxes, at one door; ö Magi at the 


Muft be deferr'd. But huſh, they come upon us. 


other, ſervants with. lights. Hydarnes and 
Conſpirators liſtning. 


* 8 come yes en 'rend fathers ; why theſe 
ooks | | 


| Of terror and uae 7 why gaze ye hack 


As if the ſtrides of Death {talk'd:cloſe behind you? | 
1/ Mag. The king'ev'n at this ſolemn hour of night 
Sent privately to call us to his preſence. £ 
Ye Gods preſerve him! 
Ara. Why this wild confuſion? | 
B - - In 


8 The CAPTIVES. 
In ev' ry paſſi ing face I read. ſuſpicion, nn 1 
[ People crofſing the fag e. 
And haggard fear. Has ſickneſs ſeiz d the bing; - 1 .:": 
And groans be with. the lateſt ou g of death ak 9 
Speak forth your terrors. EE 
24 Mag. May Phraortes live! C 1 
Orba. Fell us the cauſe. If violence or — 3 
Our duty bids us interpoſe our lives 3 
Between the king and death. O Heaven, defend him! 
1 / Mag. The king, diſturb'd by viſionary dreams, 
Bade the moſt learnꝰ magicians fland before him 
Wie ſtood before the king; and the king trembled 
While he declar'd bis dream; and thus I ſpoke: 
O may the great Phraortes live for ever! | . 
Avert the dire preſages of the dream! 
This night the Gods: have warn'd thee! to beware 
Of deep-laid treaſons, ripe for execution; 
Aſſaſſination lurks within the palace, 
And murder graſps the dagger for the blow. 
© If the king truſt his ſteps beyond his chamber, 
© I ſee him bleed! I hear his dying groan! ., «+ } »» 
© Obey the voice of Heaven.“ n 
2d Mag. The king is wiſe ' 
And therefore to the will of Heaven afſented ; 8 
Nor will he truſt his life, a nation's ſafety. | 
From out the royal chamber. See the dawn 
Breaks in the Eaſt, and calls us to devotion. . . 5 
It is not man, but 'tis the Gods he fears. DL. Magi 0 
Hyg. Let's quit the palace while retreat is ſafe. D 
The deed muſt be deferr'd. Revenge, be calm. 2 
This day is his, to-morrow ſhall be ours. 
[Ex. Conſpirators on one fide. Enter guards on the other. 
Orba. See that each centinel is on ſtriet watch, 
Let all the guards be doubled; bar the gates, 
That not a man paſs forth without obſervance. 1 
[Ex. a party of ſoldiers. 
Go you ; and with the utmoſt vigilance ; 
Search ey*ry room; for treaſon lies in wait. | 
[Ex. a party of ſoldiers, 
hs Divide yourſelves this inſtant o'er the palace, | 


Think Media is in Auger; z and remember 
. That 


I 


tiers. 


Cy 


T bat : 


tiers. 


* 


3 [ Exeunt ſoldiers. 
Orba. Whence can theſe dangers threaten ? | 
Ara. From the Perſians. 


9 | Captivity's a yoke that galls the ſhoulders | 
Of new-made flaves, and makes them bold and reſty. 


He that is born in chains may tamely bear them; 


'F But he that once has breath'd the air of freedom, 


Knows life is nothing when depriv'd of that. 
Our lord.the king has made a people ſlaves, 


Aud ev'ty ſlave is, virtuouſly rebellious. 
I fear the Perſian prince. . 


Orba. You injure him. 


I know him, have convers'd with him whole days, 


And ev'ry day I ſtronger grew in virtue. 
Load nor th' unhappy with unjuſt ſuſpicion ; 
Adverſity ne'er ſhakes the heart of honour - 
He who is found a villain in diſtreſs, | 
Was never virtuous. 
Ara. Who ſuſpects his virtue? 
Tis not diſhoneſt to demand our right; 
And freedom is the property of man. | 
Orba. That glorious day when Perſia was ſubdu'd, 
Sophernes tought amidſt a hoſt of foes, 
Diſdaining to ſurvive his country's fate: 
When the whole torrent of the war ruſh'd on, 
Phraortes interpos'd his ſhield, and ſav'd him. 
And canſt thou think this brave, this gen'rous prince 


Would ſtab the man to whom he owes his life ? 


Ara. Whoever is, muſt feel himſelf a ſlave. — 
And 'tis worth ſtruggling to ſhake off his chains, 


Orba. But gratitude has cool'd his ſoul to patience. 


Ingratitude's a crime the Perſians hate; 
Their laws are wile, and puniſh it with death. 


| Enter Guards with Sophernes. 

Ara. Behold, Orbaſius; have I wrong'd your friend? 
Behold a ſlave oblig'd by gratitude 528 
To wear his chains with patience! This is he 
Phraortes honours with his royal fayours ! 

This is the man that I accus'd unjuſtly ! | 
Soldiers, advance, and bring the priſoner near us. 


B 3 Seb. 


9 That he who takes a t raytor, ſaves the king. 
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& The CAPTIVES 
Soph. Why am I thus. inſulted? why this foree # 


If *tis'a cxime to be unfortunate, 
I well deſerve this uſage. 
Ara. Tis our duty. | I 
If you are innocent, let juſtice clear you. 
Orbaſius, to your charge I leave the prince; | 
Mean while Þ 11 ſearch the palace. On this inſtaat 
Perhaps the ſafety of the king depends. 
Come, ſoldiers, there are others to be taken, 
Mine be that care. Fl bring them face to face, 
When each man conſcious of the other's crime, 
Shall in his guilty look confeſs his own. 
; Guard him with ſtrictneſs, as Jou prize your I life. 
Exit Araxeg, 
| Orba. Keep off a while, RY leave us to ourſelves. 
[Guards retire ta the back part of | the age. 
I own, I think this raſh ſuſpicion wrangs you | 
For murder is the mean revenge of _—_— 
And you are brave. 
Soph. By whom am I accug'd'? . 
Let him ſtand forth. Of murder, murder an you ; 
Bear I the marks of an abandon'd wretch ? 
How little man can fearch the heart of man? 0 
Orba. Our prieſts are train'd up ſpies by —_— = 
They pry into the ſecrets.of the fla te, 1 
And then, by way of prophecy, reveal them: 
'Tis by ſuch artifice they govern kings. 
The laft night's rumour of conſpiracy . 
Form'd the king's dream, and from that very rumour 
They venture to ſpeak out, what we but 5 
Twas they that call'd us to this early watch, 
Twas they inform'd us that aſſaſſination 
Lies hid, ev'n now, within the palace walls. 
And we butexecute the 1 $ command. 
In ſeizing all we find. 
Hoph. It is your duty, Ny 
And I ſubmit. You cannot hs too watchful | 
To guard the life of ſuch a worthy prince. 
I faw his proweſs in the rage of battle, 
I found bis mercy in the fluſh of conqueſt, - 
Do not I ſhare his palace, though a ea tive? 
What can ſet limits to his gk r6us ſoul, 
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& The CAPTIVES. 5 
Or cloſe his lib'ral hand? Am Ia viper, * = 
JI 0 ſting the man that warins me in his boſom ? | 
Orba. Why is power given into the hands of kings, 
hut to diſtinguiſh virtue, and protect it? | 
If then Phraortes loves and honours you, 

Why ſeek you thus to nouriſh your misfortunes 
With midnight walks and penſive ſolitude ? 


Soph. To loſe the pomp and glories of a crown, 


ls nota circumſtance ſo ſoon forgot! 
hot I have humbled me to this affliction. 


© de ORE . 


To lead the flower of Perſia forth to battle, 


And meet with overthrew and foul defeat, _. 
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zs no ſuch trifle in a ſoldier's breaſt ! 
But ] ſubmit ; for 'tis the will of Heaven. 
=Z To ſee a father bleed amidſt the carnage, 
Mluſt touch the heart of filial piety. 


Why was his lot not mine ? His fall was glorious. . 


lo ſee my brave, but now unhappy people 


Bow down their necks in ſhameful ſervitude, 
Is not a ſpectacle of ſlight compaſſion, 
All theſe calamities I have ſubdu'd, 
But——my dear wife! Cylene / 
Orba. Still there's hope. 
Can you ſupport the load of real ills. 
And ſink beneath i:naginary ſorrows 2 . 
Perhaps ſhe ſtill may live. | 
Soph. Had I that hope, | 
Twou'd baniſh from my heart all other cares. 
Perhaps ſhe ſtill may live! no: 'tis impoſſible. 
When ftorms of arrows clatter'd on our fhields, 
Love arm'd her breaſt, and where I led, ſhe follow'd 


5 


Then vict'ry broke our ranks, and like a torxent 


Bore my Cylenz trom my ſight for ever. 

But ſay, ſhe did ſurvive that fatal day; 

Was ſhe not then the ſpoil of ſoine rude ſoldier, 
W hoſe blood was riotous and hot with conqyeit ? 
Who can gaze on her beauty and reſiſt it! 
Methinks I fee her now, ev'n now before me, 
The hand of luſt is tangled in her hair 

And drags her to his arms :— 


I ſce her ſnatch the dagger from his gra 
And reſolutely plunge it in her Gar £4 ay 


4 Orhba. 


8 | The CAPTIVES. 


Or52. Yet think ſhe may have found a milder fate, 
All foidiers are not of that ſavage temper ; 
May ſhe not chance to be ſome brave man's captive ? 
And valour ever lov'ꝗ to ſhield diſtreſs. | 
Soph. Can | think thus ? I cannot be ſo happy. 
Orta. Is ſtil the king a ranger to this ſorrow, 
That day and night lies rankling in your breaſt ? 
Sopb. A gratc!ul heart is all I've left to ꝓay him. 
Thraortes is as liberal as Heaven, 
And daily pours new benefits upon ine. 
Laſt night he led me to the royal garden, 
(His talk all bent to ſoften my mistortunes) 
Like a fond friend he grew inquiſitive, 
And drew the ſtory from nie. 
Orba. All his heart | 
Is turn'd to your relief. What further happen'd ? 
Soph. The king was mov'd, and ſtrait ſent forth 
commands LE 
That all the female captives of his triumph 
Should ſtand before his preſence. Thus (ſays he) 
Unhappy prince, I may retrieve your peace, 
And give Cylene to your arms again. 
O ſource of light ! O Sun, whoſe piercing eye 
Views all below on earth, in fea or air; 
Who at one glance can comprehend the globe, 
Who ev'ry where at preſent, point me out 
Where my Cy/ene mourns her bitter bondage; 
If ſhe yet live! 
Orba. Why will you fear the worſt ? 
Why ſeek you to anticipate misfortune? 
The king commands. Obedience on ſwift wing 
Flies through his whole dominions to redreſs you; 
From hence you ſoon will learn what chance befell her. 
"Tis ſoon enough to feel our adverſe fortune 
W hen there's no room for hope. This laſt diſtreſs 
know muſt move the king to tend'reſt pity. 
Soph. He dwelt on ev'ry little circumſtance, 
And as I talk'd, he ſigh'd. 
Orba. It reach'd his heart. 
A tale of love is fuel to a lover. 
Phraortes dotes with ſuch exceſs of fondneſs, 
All his purſuits are loſt in that of love. 
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Aftarbe ſuffers him to hold the ſceptre, 
But ſhe ditects his hand which way to point. 
The king's decrees were firm and abſolute, 3 
Not the whole earth's confederate powers could ſhake 
em ; : : 8 
But now a frown, a ſmile, from fair 4/arbe, 
Renders them light as air. | 
Soph. If you have lovid, 
You cannot think this ſtrange. 
Orba.. Yet this ſame wouinan, 


9 To whom the king has given up all himſelf, . 


Can ſcarce prevail upon her haughty temper 
To ſhow diſſembled love She loves his power, 
She loves his treaſures ; but ſhe loaths his perſon : 
Thus ev'ry day he buys diſſimulation. 
Whene'er a woman knows you in her power, 
She never fails to uſe it. 

Soph. That's a ſure proof 
Of cold indifference and fixt diſlike. 
In love both parties have the power to govern, 
But neither claims it. Love is all compliance, 
Aftarbe ſeem'd to me of gentleſt manners, 
A tender ſoftneſs languiſh'd in her eyes, | 
Her voice, her words, beſpoke an eaſy temper, 
I thought I ſcarce had ever ſeen till then 
Such beauty and humility together. 

Orba. How beauty can miſlead and cheat our reaſon ! 


The queen knows all the ways to uſe her charms 


In their full force, and Media feels their power. 
Whoever dares diſpute her hourly will, 
Wakens a buſy fury in her boſom. 


ure, never loye exerted greater ſway ; 
1 For her he breaks through all the regal cuſtoms, 


For ſhe is not confin'd like former queens; 
But with controling power enjoys full freedom. 


I am to blame, to talk upon this ſubject. 


Seph. My innocence had made me quite forget 
That I'm your priſoner. Load me with diſtreſſes, 
They better ſuit my ſtate. I've loſt my kingdom, 
A palace ill befits me, Tm a captive, . 


And captives ſhould wear chains. My fellow ſoldiers - 


Now pine in dungeons, and are gall'd with irons, 
| B 5 And 


The CAPTIVES. = 


| = And each man has his ſhare of Gift rent kinds: 


= - The CAPTIVES, 

And I the cauſe of all! Why live I thus 

Amidſt the pomp and honours of a court? 

Why breathe J morn and ev'n in fragrant bowers ? 

Why am I ſuffer'd to behold the day ? | 

For I am loft to ev'ry ſenſe of pleaſure. 

Give me a dungeon, give me chains and darkneſs 

Nor courts, nor fragrant bowers, nor air, nor day-light 

Give me one glimpſe of joy O loſt Cylene ! 
Orba. Misfortunes are the common lot of man, 
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He who has learnt to bear them beſt is happieſt. 
But ſee, Araxes comes with guards and priſoners. 


Hp 
. Enter Araxes, Hydarnes, Conſpirators, evith guards, 


Arax. Behold your leader. Where are now your hopes 
3 [To the Conſpirators. 
Of murd'ring kings and overturning nations ? 
See with what ſtedfaſt eyes they gaze upon him, 
As thinking him the man that has betray'd them. 
Angry ſuſpicion frowns on ev'ry brow ; 
They know their guilt, and each miſtruſts the other. 
We ſeiz' d them in th” attempt to make eſcape, 
All arm'd, all deſperate, all of them unknown, 
And ev'ry one is obftinately dumb. [To Orba. 
I charge you, ſpeak. Know you that priſoner there? 
Ay, view him well. Confeſs, and merit grace. 
What, not a word! Will you accept of life? [To Hyd. 
Speak, and 'tis granted. Tortures thall compel you. | 
Will you, or you, or you, or any of you? | 
What, all reſolv'd on death! Bring forth the chains. 
: „„ [Exit ſoldier. | 
Orba. Be not too raſh, nor treat the prince tos 
roughly. 5 5 
He may be innocent. | 
Arax. Youare too partial. 
I know my duty. Juſtice treats alike 
Thoſe who alike offend, without regard 
To dignity or office. ' Bring the chains. 
: | Enter ſoldiers with chains 
Orba. This over zeal perhaps may give offence, 
The prince is treated like no common flaye, 
Fhraortes ftrives to leſfen his afffiction, 
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rba. To let their leader ' ſcape. Guards, take him hence, 


1 And let him be confin'd till further orders. 
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Nor would he add a ſigh to his diſtreſſes: 


ZF A/arbe too will talk to him whole hours, 
With all the tender manners of her ſex, 
Jo ſhorten the long tedious days of bondage. 
ul be his guard. M. life ſhall anſwer for him. 


Ara. My life mutt anſwer for hin. He's my charge, 


| I And this is not a time for courteſy. 
Are you ſtill reſolute and bent on death ? 


[ To the Corſpiratore. 


Once more J offer mercy. When the torture 

Cracks all your ſinews and disjoints your bones, 
And death grins on yon, arm'd with all his terrors, 

Iwill looſe your ſtubborn tongue. Know ye this inan ? 


Hyd. We know him not ; 'nor why we wear theſe 
chains. 


7 Weaſk no mercy, but appeal to juſtice. 
No you know all we know: lead to our dungeons. 


[Ex. Hyd. and Confpirators, guarded. 
Orba. How have you wrong'd the prince ! theie 
ſhameful irons 
Should not diſgrace the hands of innocence. 


Let's ſet him free. 


Ara. This 1s all artifice, 


Soph. Who ſhall plead for me in a foreign land ! 


My words will find no faith; for I'm a ſtranger : 
And who holds friendſhip with adverſity ? 


So fate may do its worſt. I'm tir*d of life. 
| [Exit, guarded. 
Ara. T've done my duty, and I've done no more. 


Why wear you that concern upon your brow ? 
lt misbecomes you in this time of joy. 


Strait let us to the king, and learn his pleaſure, 


| Juſtice is ours, but mercy's lodg'd in him. 


Orba. I never can believe the prince ſo vile 


| To mix with common murderers and aſſaſſins. 


I think him vittuous, and J ſhare his ſufrings. 
All generous ſouls muſt ſtrong reluctance find, 
In heaping ſorrows on th' afflicted mind, [ ZExernt. 


ACT 
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ATT UW 
SCENE, The Queen's Apartment. 


ASTARBE, 


N. expeQation can prolong an hour, 
a And make it ſeem a day] a tedious day ? 
What not yet come! the wonted hour is paſt: 
In vain I turn my eye from walk to walk, 
Sophernes is not there.—Here, every. morn: 
T watch his penſi ve ſteps along the garden, 
And gaze and wiſh till I am loft in love! 
What not yet come l. But hark! methinks I hear 
The ſound of feet! How my heart pants and flutters ! 
No. *Twas the wind that ſhook yon cypreſs boughs. 
Where are my views of wealth, of power, of ſtate > 
| | [Riſes.. 
They're blotted from my mind. I've loſt ambition. 
O love, thou haſt me all. My dreams, my thoughts, 
My every wiſh is center'd in Sophernes. If 
Hence, Shame, thou rigid tyrant of our ſex,. 
I throw thee off and Pll avow my paſſion. - 
Doraſpe. I can bear to think no longer. [Sits again, 


Enter Doraſpe. 


Dor. Why ſits the queen thus overcaſt with thought? 
Is majeſty all plac'd in outward pomp ? 
Is ita queen, to have ſuperior cares? 
And to excel in ſorrows and diſtreſſes? 
*Tis in your power to have ſuperior pleaſures, 
And feel yourſelf a queen: 
Aft: This mighty empire 
Eknow Ido command, and him that rules it. 
That was a pleaſure once, but now tis paſt J. 
To you alone I have diſclos'd my heart. 
I know you faithful. 
Dor. What avails my ſervice ? 
Can J redreſs you? can Icalm your mind? 
Aft. Thou know'ſt, Doraſpe, amidſt all this power. 
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That I'm a flave, the very worſt of ſlaves. 
Phe yoke of bondage, and the dungeon's horrors, 
Are eaſy ſuff' rings, if compar'd with mine. 1 
lam confin'd to dwell with one I hate, 
Confin'd for life to ſuffer nauſeous love, 
Like a poor mercenary proſtitute :. | 
His fondneſs is my torture. | | 
Dor. Love is a pleaſure for inferior minds; 
Your lot is rais'd above that vulgar paſſion. 
Ambition is. the pleaſure of the great, 
That fills the heart, and leaves no room for love. 
Think you're a queen, enjoy your pomp, your power 
Love is the paradiſe of finple ſhepherds. 
You hold a | ores | 
Aft. O inſipid greatneſs ! | 
She who has never lov'd, has never liv'd. 
All other views are artificial pleaſures 
For ſluggiſh minds, incapable of Jove. 
My ſoul is form'd for this ſublimer paſſion : 
My heart is temper'd for the real joy; 
Iſigh, I pant, I burn, Pm fick of love! 
Yes, Media, I renounce thy purple honours. [| Riſes. 
Farewell the pomp, the pageantry of ſtate, 
Farewell ambition, and the luſt of empire; 
I've now no paſſion, no defire but love. 
O may my eyes have power II aſk no more. 
Where ſtays Sophernes ? Were he now before me, 
My tongue ſhould own what oft my eyes have ſpoke, 
For love has humbled pride. Why this intruſion ? 
Who call'd you here a witneſs to my frailties ? 
Away and leave me. ET. 
Dor. 1 obey my queen. 
Aft. Deraſpe, ſtay. Excuſe this ſtart of paſſion 5 
My mind is torn with wiſhes, doubts, and fears; 
I had forgot myſelf.— Should fortune frown, 
And tear the diadem from off my brow, | 
Couldft thou be follower of my adverſe fortune ?: 
I think thou couldſt. 
Dor. If I might give that proof, 
Without your ſufferings, I could wiſh the trial; 
So firm I know my heart. 


er. Aſt „ Life, like the ſeaſons, 
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SCENE, The Queen's Apartment. 


ASTARBE. 
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OW expectation can prolong an hour, 

3 And make it ſeem a day!] a tedious day 

W hat not yet come! the wonted hour is paſt: 

In vain I turn my eye from walk to walk, 

Sophernes is not there. — Here, every morn: 

J watch his penſi ve ſteps along the garden, 

And gaze and wiſh till I am loft in love! 

What not yet come l. But hark! methinks I hear 

The ſound of feet! How my heart pants and flutters! 

No. Twas the wind that ſhook yon cypreſs boughs. 

Where are my views of wealth, of power, of ſtate * 
[ Riſes... 

They're blotted from my mind. I've loſt ambition. 

O love, thou haſt me all. My dreams, my thoughts, 

My every wiſh is center'd in Sophernes. | 

Hence, Shame, thou rigid tyrant of our ſex, 

I throw thee off and PIl avow my paſſion. -- 

Doraſpe. IL can bear to think no longer. [Sits again. 


Enter Doraſpe. 


Dor. Why ſits the queen thus overcaſt with thought 2: 
Is majeſty all plac'd in outward pomp ? 
Is ita queen, to have ſuperior cares ? 
And to excel in ſorrows and diſtreſſes? 
Tis in your power to have ſuperior pleaſures, . 
And feel yourſelf a queen: ; 
Aft; This mighty empire 
Eknow Ido command, and him that rules it. 
'That was a pleaſure once, but now 'tis paſt !. 
To you alone T have diſclos'd my heart. 
I know you faithful. 
Dor. What avails my ſervice? 
Can I redreſs you? can Icalm your mind? 
Aft. Thou know'ſt, Doraſpe, amidſt all this mer 
EE „ pat 
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That I'm a flave, the very worſt of ſlaves. 

The yoke of bondage, and the dungeon's horrors, 
Are eaſy ſuff rings, if compar'd with mine. , 
Tam confin'd to dwell with one I hate, 


Confin'd for life to ſuffer nauſeous love, 


Like a poor mercenary proſtitute :. 


His fondneſs 1s my torture. 


Dor. Love is a pleaſure for inferior minds; 
Your lot is rais'd above that vulgar paſſion. 
Ambition is. the pleaſure of the great, | 
That fills the heart, and leaves no room for love. 
Think you're a queen, enjoy your pomp, your power; 
Love is the paradiſe of ſiinple ſhepherds. 
You hold a — 

Aft. O inſipid greatneſs! 

She who has never lov'd, has never liv'd. 
All other views are artificial pleaſures 
For ſluggiſh minds, incapable of love. 
My foul is form'd for this ſublimer paſſion : 
My heart is temper'd for the real joy; 
Iſigh, I pant, I burn, I'm fick of love! 
Yes, Media, I renounce thy purple honours. [| Riſes. 
Farewell the pomp, the pageantry of ſtate, 
Farewell ambition, and the luſt of empire; 
Pve now no paſſion, no deſire but love. 
O may my eyes have power II aſk no more. 


Where ſtays Sophernes £ Were he now before me, 


My tongue ſhould own what oft my eyes have ſpoke, 
For love has humbled pride. Why this intruſion ? 
Who call'd you here a witneſs to my frailties ? 


Away and leave me. EE 


Dor. i obey my queen. 
Aft. Deraſpe, ſtay. Excuſe this ſtart of paſſion ;: 
My mind is torn with wiſhes, doubts, and fears; 
I had forgot myſelf.—Should fortune frown, 
And tear the diadem from off my brow, | | 
Couldft thou be follower of my adverſe fortune? 
I think thou couldft. 2 
Dor. If I might give that proof, 
Without your ſufferings, I could wiſh the trial; 
So firm I know my heart. : 


Al. Life, like the ſeaſons, 
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Is intermix' d with ſun-ſhine days and tempeſts. 
Proſperity has many thouſand friends ; | 
They ſwarm around us in our ſummer hours, 
But vaniſh in the ſtorm. | 

Dor. What means. my queen, 8 
To wound her faithful ſervant with ſuſpicion ? 

Aft. Whene'er my mind is vex'd and torn with trou- 

bles, 5 
In thee I always find the balm of counſel: 
And can I then miſtruſt thee? No, Doraſpe, 
Suſpicion ne'er with held a thought from thee, 
Thou know'ſt the cloſe receſſes of my heart: 
And now, ev'n now, I fly to thee for comfort. 

Dor. How my ſoul longs to learn the queen's 

commands! 

Aſt. When conqueſt overpower'd my father's legion's, 
We were made captives of the war together; 
Phraortes ſaw me, rais'd me to his throne ; 

Heav'n knows with what reluctance I conſented ! 
For my heart loath'd him. But, O curs'd ambition ! 
I gave myſelf a victim to his love, 

To be a queen, the outſide of a queen 

I then was, what I'm now, a wretch at heart! 
Whene'er I was condemn'd to hours of dallianceg- 
All Media's gems lay glitt'ring at my feet, 8 
To buy a ſmile, and bribe me to compliance. 

But what's ambition, glory, riches, empire? 

The wiſh of miſers, and old doating courtiers ; 

My heart is fill'd with love Go, my Doraſpe, 
Enquire the cauſe that has detain'd Sophernes 

From his accuſtom'd walk. I'm fix'd, determin'd, . 
To give up all for love. A life of love. 
With what impatience ſhall I wait thy coming! 

Dor. Happy Sophernes ] 

Aft. If you chance to meet him, 

Talk of me to him, watch his words, his eyes; 
Let all you ſay be turn'd to wake deſire; 
Prepare him for the happy interview, . 

For my heart burſts, and I muſt tell it all. 

To what an abject ſtate am I reducd ? 

To proffer love] Was beauty given for this? 
Yes. Tis more gen'rous; andT'll freely give 


What 


du 


bat 
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9 | What kneeling monarchs had implor'd in vain. 


Dor. This well rewards him for an empire loſt. 
| [ Exit. 


AR. Have I not caught the eyes of wond'ring nations, 


While warm deſire has glow'd on ev'ry cheek, 
XZ FEvn when I wore the pride of majeſty ? | 


When opportunity awakes dehire, 
Can he then gaze, inſenſible of beauty? 
When ardent wiſhes ſpeak in ev'ry glance, 

When love and ſhame by turns in their full force) 


Now pale, now red, poſſeſs, my guilty cheek ; 


When heaving breaſts, and ſighs, and kindling bluſhes 
Give the moſt ſtrong aſſurance of conſent, 

Ia the convincing eloquence of love; 

Will he then want a proof that's leſs ſincere ? 


And muſt I ſpeak ? O love, direct my lips, 
And give me courage in that hour of ſhame ! 


Enter Doraſpe. 


Dor. May the queen never know a moment's ſorrow 
Nor let my words offend the prince Sophernes, 
Leagu'd with a crew of daring deſperate men, 
Had meditated to deſtroy Phraortes, 

And let looſe war and rapine o'er the land. 


But Heav'n has made their machinations vain ; 


And they now groan in dungeons. 9 

Aſt. Then I'm wretched, = 
And ev'ry pleaſing view of life is loſt. 
Was it confirm'd ? or was it only rumour? 

Dor. Araxes ſaid Sophernes was his priſoner. 
My haſte would not allow me further queſtion ; 
And this is all I learnt. | 

Aft. Have I not power ? 2 
I have. Why then, I'll give Sehernes freedom, 
Pll give him life.—I think you nam'd Araæes; 
That man to me owes all his growth of fortune; 
And if I judge him right, he's very grateful. 
Tell him the queen admits him to her preſence. | 
| Ex. Dor. 
O Heaven! I thank thee for this bleſt _—_ | 
Did ever proof of fondneſs equal mine ? 
And ſure ſo itrong a proof muſt find return. 


\ 


A 


With 
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With what exceſs of tranſport ſhall I go 


To lead him forth from heavy chains and darkneſs, 
To liberty and love!—But ſee, Araxes. 


Enter Araxes. 


Ara. All health attend the mighty queen of Media, 
Aft. Pm told, Araxes, that the. Perſian prince 
Hath join'd in horrid league, and hath — 
The murder of my lord and king Phraortes. 
Speak forth; ſay what thou know'ſt. 
Ara. The handof heaven | 
Protects the king; and all the black deſign 
Is ſhown in open daylight. The foul traitor 
Ts taken in the ſnares of death he laid. 
Sephernes is my charge. O baſe ingratitude, 
That he, whom the king honour'd next himſelf, 
That he, whom the king's mercy ſpar'd in battle, 
Should mix with vile affaſſins ! Juſtice longs 
To puniſh the vaſt crime. 
Aft. Owns he the guilt ? 
Ara. No. With the calmeſt face of innocence, 
With looks known only to hypocriſy, 
He ſolemnly deny'd it. . 
Aft. Is he confin'd? 
Ara. Yes, with the ſtricteſt guard and heavieſt irons. 
The priſon joining to the queen's apartment 
Lodges the horrid crew in ſep'rate dungeons, 
'To-day the king will mount the judgment-ſeat, 
And death ſhall be their portion. | 
At. Is Sophernes : | 
Stubborn and ſullen ? made he no confeſſion 2? 
often have convers'd with that vile man, 
That hypocrite, whoſe talk was always. honeſt. 
How have I been deceiv'd—Yet, ere. his ſentence, 
With ſecreſy I fain once more would ſee him. 
Ara. Pm happy to obey my queen's commands. 
His priſon lies ſo cloſe to theſe apartments, 
That unobſerv'd I can conduct him hither. 
Af. I know thee faithful, and ſuch ready zeal 
Shall always find reward. „ 
Ara. The queen is gracious. [Exit. 
Aſt. Now wy deſign is ripe for execution. 
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Then let Doraſpe well conſult her heart, 

If the will ſhare with me all change of fortune. 
Dor. Doubt not your faithful ſervant. I'm prepar'd. 
II know, however heinous is his crime, 

Vour interceſſion always muſt prevail. 

is gratitude will kindle into love, 

And in poſſeſſion every with be loſt. 

A. How little thou haſt div'd into my thoughts! 
My purpoſes are otherways determin'd. 

I'll ſhake off bondage, and abandon empire; 

For him diſrobe myſelf of majeſty ; 7 
Then to my native Parthia will I fly, 55 

With all my ſoul holds dear my guide Sopher net. 

Dor. Let me not find my gracious queen's diſpleaſure 


7 


II I diſſent, and offer other counſel. | 
Why will you quit your crown? why fly from Media? 
Does jealouſy reſtrain your liberty? OY 
Vour love, your empire, both are in your power. 

13 Aſt. Mine's not the common paſſion of our ſex, 
Which ev'ry day we can command at pleaſure, 


And ſhift and vary as occaſion offers. 

Muy love is real and unchangeable, 

Controuls my heart, and governs abſolute. 

My eyes, words, actions, are no more my own * 

My ev'ry thought's Sephernes.— Other women, 

Who have the power to practiſe little arts 
To cheat a huſband, and delude his fondneſs, 

Ne'er knew the burning paſſion that I feel. 

I Thoſe are the trifling wanton airs of women, 

4 All vanity, and only love in name. 

; 


No. She who loves, mutt give up all herſelf ; 
bs be ne'er can be content with a ſton minute, | 
Then paſs whole days and nights with him ſhe hates. 
| Adviſe no further for | am determin'd. : 
Dor. Araxes, with the Perſian prince! | 
An. Retire. '- _ [Exit Doraſpe. 
ü Enter Araxes and Sophernes. 
It is not meet, while in the royal preſence, 
| That he ſhould wear theſe irons: take them off. 
AM [Ara. takes off the chains. 
f. Now leave me; and without attend my pleaſure. 
1 Exit Araxes. 
Be 
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Be not ſurpriz'd that I have call'd you hither, 5 
Moſt noble prince, in this your hour of trouble; 1 
For | ev*n bear a part in your misfortunes. 7M 
Who's your — !——whence thoſe ſhameful chains? 
Soph. I'm charg'd with crimes of the moſt heindous 
„ . = 

If *tis Heaven's will to try me with afflictions, Bp 
I will not, like a daſtard, fink beneath them, 1 
But reſolutely ſtrive to ſtem the torrent. 1 
Not the dark dungeon, nor the ſharpeſt torture, | 
Can ruffle the ſweet calm of innocenee.. 1 
My chains are grievous, but my conſcience free. 1 
Aſt. Ilong have mark'd your virtues, and admir'd them. 
Againſt a reſolute and ſteady mind 1 
The tempeſt of affliftion beats in vain. 3 
When we behold the hero's manly patience, 9 
We feel his ſuff rings; and my tears have own'd, 1 
That what you bore with courage, touch'd my heart. 
And when compaſſion once has reach'd the mind, 1 
It ſpurs us on to charity and kindneſs: 9 
Inſtruct me then which way to cure your ſonrows. 3 
Soph, The queen is, gracious, and delights in mercy. 
Aft. I ſpeak with the fincerity of friendſhip. = 
Friendhip is free and open, and requires not 4 
Such diſtant homage and reſpectful duty. 1 


Forget that I'm a queen: I have forgot it; 
And all my thoughts are fix d on thy relief. 
Draw near me then, and as from friend to friend, 
Let us diſcharge our hearts of all their cares. 
. Soph. How beautiful a virtue is compaſlion ! 
It gives new grace to every charm of woman! 
When lovely features hide a tender ſoul, 
Sbe looks, ſhe ſpeaks, all harmony divine. 

Aſt. Tell me, Sophernes, does not ſlav'iy's yoke 
Gall more and more through ev'ry pace of life: 
Lam a ſlave, like you. And though a queen, 
Poſſeſt of all the richeſt gems of Media, 

I know no pleaſure ; this diſtaſteful thought 

Imbitters all my hours : the royal bed 

Is loathſome, and a ftranger to delight. 

Im made the drudge to ſerve another's pleaſure. 

O when ſhall I be free ! take, take your empire, 1 
n 
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nd give me peace and liberty again. 
| Soph. The ſtrokes of fortune muſt be born with 
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Who thirſts and pants for freedom. 
l am a ſlave, and captive of the war, 
Accus'd of treaſon and ingratitude, 
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Io fly far off from this deteſted empire, 
To ſeek repoſe within my native land, > 
Wouldſt thou then be companion of my flight, 
And ſhare in my diſtreſſes and my fortunes ? 
Sopb. The queen intends to try a wretched man, 
Whether he'd break all hoſpitable laws, 
wwey, Ihe ſtricteſt oaths and tyes of gratitude, 

Pe To facrifice his honour to fuch beauty 
hat can command all hearts. 
= A/. Tell me directly, | 
Wouldſt thou accept of freedom on theſe terms? 
3 S$S2ph. How ſhall I anſwer? | 
£8 Ai. Is thy heart of ice? 
Or are my features ſo contemptible, 
That thou diſdain'ſt to fix thy eyes upon me? 
Can you receive this offer with ſuch coldneſs ? 
l make it from my heart; my warm heart ſpeaks : 
lſtruſt me nor. What, not a word ! no anſwer! 
s Soph. O may the queen excuſe her proftrate ſervant, 

And urge no more a trial too ſevere. | 
A. What means Sophernes ? Why this abjeQ poſture ? | 
W Ts 1 ſhould kneel : *tis I that want compailion. 

| | [Gives him her hand. + 

Thou art unpractis'd in the ways of women, | | 
Jo judge that 1 could trifle on this ſubject. 
Think how ſevere a confliẽt I have conquer'd, 
To over- rule en nature and my ſex; 


art. 


1 Think 


o : | 
20 The CAPTIVES, 
Think what confuſion riſes in my face, | 
To aſk what (to be aſk'd) would kindle bluſſies 
In ev'ry modeſt cheek !—where's ſhame ? where'spride ? 
Sophernes has ſubdu'd them. V omen, I own, 
Are vers'd in little frauds, and fly diſſeniblings: 
But can we rule the moticns of the blood ? 
Theſe eyes,—this pulſe—theſe tremblings—this con- 
fuſion, | | 
Make truth conſpicuous, and diſclofe the foul. 
Think not | fly with man for his protection; 
For only you I could renounce a kingdom, 
For you, even in the wild and barren deſart, 
Forget I was a queen; ev'n then more happy 
Than ſeated on a throne. Say, wilt thou chuſe 
Or liberty, and life, and poor 4/tarbe ; _ : 
Or dungeons, chains, and ignominious death 
Soph. O how I ſtruggle in the ſnares: of beauty! 
Thoſe eyes could warm pale elders to defire ; 
J feel them at my heart; the fever rages, 
And if I gaze again——how ſhall I anſwer! | 
Aft. How is my pride brought low! how vilely 
treated ! wy Pe ons | 
The worſt of ſcorn is cold deliberation. : 
Soph. Cylene way be found. What, take me from her? 
How can | go and leave my hopes for ever ? l 
Can I renounce my love, my faith, my all ? 
Who can reſiſt thoſe eyes ?—I go— I'm loſt ! 
Cylene holds me back, and curbs deſire. Aſide. 
Aſt. Reſolve and anſwer me. For ſoon as night 
Favours our flight Fll gather up my treaſures : | 
Prepare thee then, leſt death ſhould intercept thee, 
And murder all my quiet. | 
Soph. It in her fight 55 
I've favour found, the queen will hear me ſpeak. _ 
How can my heart refute her? how obey her? 
Can I deny ſuch generous clemency ? | 
Join'd with all beauties ever found in woman? 
Yet think on my unhappy circumſtance. | 
I've giv'n my. word, the ſtricteſt tye of honour, 
Never to paſs beyond my bounds preſcrib'd ; 
And ſhall I break my faith? Who holds ſociety 
With one who's branded with that infamy ? 
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Did not Phraortes, in the heat of 'battle, 

Stay the keen ſword that o'er me menac'd death ? 
Do not ] ſhare his palace, and his friendſhip? 
Does he not ſtrive, by daily courteſies, 

To baniſh all the bitter cares of bondage ? 


And ſhall I ſeize and tear his tend'reſt heart-ſtring ? 


Shall I conſpire to rob him of all peace? 
For on the queen hangsev'ry earthly joy, 
His ev'ry pleaſure is compriz d in you! 


What virtue can reſiſt ſuch ſtrong temptation ? | 


O raiſe not thus a tempeſt in my boſom! 15 
What ſhall I do ? — my ſoul abhors ingratitude. 
Should I conſent, you muſt deteſt and loath me, 
And I ſhould well deſerve thoſe chains, and death. 
Af. Is this thy beſt return for proffer'd love? 
Such coldneſs, fach indifference, ſuch contempt! 
Riſe, all ye Furies, from th' infernal regions, 

And prompt me to ſome great, ſome glorious vengeance ? 
Vengeance is in my power, and I'll enjoy it. 

But majeſty perhaps might awe his paſſion, 

And fear forbid him to reveal his withes. 

That could not be. I heard, I ſaw him ſcorn me; 
All his diſdainful words his eyes confirm'd. 
Ungrateful man ! Hence, traytor, from my ſight. 
Revenge be ready. Slighted love invokes thee. 
Of all the injuries that rack the ſoul, 
Mine is moſt exquiſite ! Hence, to thy dungeon. 
Araxes . | 1 


| Enter Araxes. 


Take the villain from my preſence ; 
His crimes are black as hell. Pll turn away, 
Leſt my heart melt and cool into compaſſion. 
His ſight offends me. Bind his irons faſt, 
| [Ara. puts on his irons. 
So. lead him hence; and let Doraſpe know 
The queen permits her entrance. 
. [Exeunt Araxes and Sophernes. 


Enter Doraſpe. 


Dor. What's the queen's pleaſure ? See your ſervant 
ready. ; 


HS 


Why 


a2 The CAPTIVES: 
Why are your eyes thus fix d upon the ground f 


D band 


Why that deep ſigh? and why theſe trembling lips? 
This ſudden paleneſs, and theſe ſtarts of frenay . 
You're ſick at heart, en 96-111. al 

Aft. Ves; I will be revenge. 
Dor. Lift up your eyes, and know me. Tis Doraſpe. 5 
Aft. Look on me, tell me, is my beauty blighted ? 
And ſhrunk at once into deformity ? 1 

Slighted ! deſpis'd ! my charms all ſet at nought! © 

| Yes. Iwill be reveng'd. | Ong Dorada, I | 

F've met with foul contempt, and cold diſdain: 1 
And ſhall the wretch who gave me guilt and ham, / 
The wretch who's-conſcious of my infamy, = K 
Outlive that crime? he muſt not, nay, he ſhall not, d 

Dor. Let reaſon mitigate and quell this fever; E 

The ſafeſt, ſureſt, is the cool revenge. © 1 1 
Raſh anger, like the haſty ſcorpion's fury, - 

Torments and wounds itſelf. | ial 

Aſt. It is in vain. iT ; 

The torrent ruſhes on; it ſwells, ferments, = 7 
And ſtrongly bears away all oppoſition. - 5 

What means that hurry in the antichamber? 4 

What are thoſe crowds ? | 

Dor. The king intends to mount the judgment-ſeat, b 

And the conſpirators now wait their ſentence, = 

Aft. Go, tell Araxes (if with privacy A 

He could conduct him) I would ſee their chief; F 

The deſp'rate inſtrument of this bold ſcheme z | = 

This inſtant ; ere he ſtands before the preſence. - FB 

— [Exit Doraſpe, 9 B 

Revenge, I thank thee for this ready thought: r 

Death now ſhall reach Sophernes, ſhameful death; A 

Thus will-T fatiate love. His death alone | 

Can raze him from my heart, and give me peace. 

Araxes conducts in Hydarnes, and retiress | G 


The king is gracious, and delights in mercy ; 

And know, that free confeſſion merits life : 

Fl intercede. Know you the prince Sophernes P 
You are unhappy wen betray'd to.ruin : 

And will ye ſufier for another's crime ? | 
Speak of him, as ye ought ; twas he betray'd _ ; 
| | 54. 
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td. If racks and tortures cannot tear confeſſion , 


| From innocence, ſhall woman's flattery do it ? 


No ; my heart's firm, and I can ſmile on death. 
Af. Think not to hide what is already known. 
Tis to Sophernes that you owe thoſe chains: 


We've fathom'd his deſigns, they're all laid open; 


We know him turbulent and enterprizing. 
By the foul murder of my lord the king, 
He meant to ſet his captive nation free. 


0 Unfold this truth, and Pl infure thy pardon. 


Hyd. What ! lead a hateful life of ignominy ! 
And live the bane of all ſociety ! 


Shun'd like a peſtilence, a curſt informer ! 
Vet ſince the fate of kingdoms may depend 
On what I ſpeak ; truth ſhall direct my lips. 


The queen has offer'd grace. I know the terms. 
Aft. By the king's life, I ſwear. 


Enter Araxes. 
Ara. Excuſe this entrance. 


23 The pris'ner muſt attend. 


Ai. Im ſatisfy'd.' 


This man ſeems open, and may bCof lervice. 


o 


[Exeunt Araxes and Hydarnes. 


How my heart bleeds, thus to purſue revenge 


Againſt the man I love!] But me he ſcorns ; 
And from my beauty turns his head away 
With ſaucy arrogance and proud contempt. 


& 1 could forgive him ev'ry other crime, 


Ev'n the baſe murder of my deareſt friend ; 
But ſlighted love, no woman can forgive: 

For thro? our life we feel the bitter 1 
And guilt and ſhame lye feſt'ring at the heart. 


4 III. 


SCENE, A Room ef State with a Throne. 


Hydarnes, Conſpirators, Orbaſius, Guards. 
½/ Conſpirator. 1 
HE information of thoſe two vile cowards, 


Who mingled with us brave and actiye ſpirits, 
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Hath giv'n us death. Let thoſe mean creatures live, 
They're fitter for the world. | | 
2d Conſp. Lead us to death. 
Hyd. Death is pronounc'g on you, on me, on all, 
Would I could take your guilt upon myſelf, 
So to preſerve ſome virtue in the world: - 
But thoſe informers have deny'd me that; 
We all muſt periſh, and fall unreveng'd. 
But ſince I cannot take your crimes upon nie; 
Plllive, and execute our great deſign, 
And thus revenge your deaths. 
J Conſp. Could this be done! 
Hyd. It can. 
1// Conſp. You flatter us. 
Hyd. I fay, VII do it. | 
Soon as the king returns to ſign our ſentence, 
Only confirm the words which I ſhall ſpeak, 
And I'll revenge you ſoon, and ſoon be with you. 3 
\ [Talks to them apart, 


An 
Orba. The guilty periſh ; innocence is freed, = 
Suſpicion has not caſt the ſmalleſt ſtain : | Th 


Upon the virtuous Perfan. Thoſe accuſers. 

Who have condemn'd their fellows, know him not. 

Of all the pleaſures that a monarch taſtes, £ 
Sure mercy is moſt ſweet! *Tis heavenly pleaſure, 

To take the galling chains from off the . 

Of injur'd innocence ! That privilege 

O'er-balances the cares that load a crown. 


Enter Phraortes, wwho ſeats himſelf on the Throne ; Magi, 
Araxes, Sophernes, Guards, and Attendants. 


Ara. Make room: The Perſian prince attends his 
ſentence. | 5 | 
Phra, Moſt noble prince, I grieve that you were 
injur'd. 8 1 | 
When foul conſpiracy moleſts a ſtate, 
The ear of kings is open to ſuſpicion, - | 
And we grow jealous of our boſom friends, 
When celumny would blaſt a virtuous man, 
And juſtice has made clear his innocence ; 
It out throws a brighter luſtre on him, 
And ſerves to make bis virtues more conſpicuous. 
_ | ; Approach 


he 
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Approach the throne ; and let czar + embrace 

| Make ſome atonement for your ſhameful bonds. 

| I feel your ſuff*rings, and my heart grows fonder. 

' Now bring the pris'ners to receive their ſentence. 

]üuſtice cries loud for vengeance on your crimes: 

Say, have ye ought to plead to ward the blow, 

Ere I enrol your names among the dead ? : 

hd. That Ideſign'd to bathe theſe hands in blood, 

Even in thy blood, O king, I dare confeſs, 

And glory in th' attempt. I know thy power; 

II know that death, with all his dreadful tortures, 
Stands ready at thy nod. Give then the ſignal, 
For I unmov'd can face the ghaſtly terror. 

Hou is thy wiſdom foil'd! Prepare to follow. 

Think not with us our enterprize is loſt: 

A king ſhall bleed to pacify our ghoſts. E 
Come, lead to death, Spend all thy wrath on us. 
The raging tiger bites the ſhaft that wounds him, 

7. And ſpares the man who threw it. | I have done. 
Phra. Thele are the ſtarts and ravings of deſpair. 

Think'ſt thou by threats to force me into mercy ? 
= 42d. I grow impatient ; lead me to my fate. 

Phra. Know you that I have life within my power? 
Hyd. I know the utmoſt of thy power is death. 

Mag. Ye Gods avert his words, and fave the king! 

Phra. What ſaid he? Speak again. 

Hyd. Death is my choice. | 

Phra. I will be ſatisfy'd. 

. 454. I've ſaid too inuch. 

ag! Pbra. Say more, or torture ſhall extort it from you. 

Had. Let torture do its worſt, You dare not try it. 
his . Mag. If memory can recall the ſolemn ſpeech, 
Theſe were his very words: | 

A king ſhall bleed to paciſy our ghoſts. —— 

The raging tiger bites the ſhaft that wounds him, 

But ſpares the man who threw it.” Was it thus? 
Hyd. Now let your wiſdom fathom this deep ſecret. 

| anfwer no more queltions. „ 

Phra. Reverend father, 55 

hat may theſe words portend? Expound the myſtery: 

| Mag. Thy lacred life, O king, is ſtill in danger. 

hile juſtice pours down vengeance on theſe wretches, 
Vor. III. | 4 Theſe 
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Theſe mean fubſervient inſtruments of miſchief, 
Their leader ſeapes. ar and lives for future crimes. | 
Hyd. Go on. 
_ The words imply no more. 
Hyd. Tis well. 8 5 
All's ſafe— Pm ready. —Why is death gehydꝰ J 
Phra. Thus ſpeaks, the voice of mercy from my lips. 
'Ttr irrevocable ſentence is not fi ign'd, 
And ſtill there's room for hope Attend, and live: 
By this bright ſceptre, by. the throne of Media, K 
By yon great light that rules the rolling A 
If you lay ope the depth of this foul treaſon, 


And point me out that undetected villain, 1 
I ſwear, to grant you life and liberty. : 
Speak now, or death ſhall ſeal your lips forever. . 
Hyd. The royal word is giv'n, and I accept it. WW: 
The1 king ſhall live, and all his foes ſhall periſh. 0 
Danger ſtands near, the throne. How blind is juſtice ! 
The Perfian prince! 3 5 M' 
Phra. Sophernes! © | | V 
Hyd. He's a traitor. = B 
»Twas he that put the. da e in my Hand: 
80. Now I havebetray'd. O ther of life! H 
Where was my reſolution ? I'm a coward ; V 
And cowards can endure a life of ſhame. = T 
Phra. Sophernes J. Let Tus; proof 2 225 B. 
your charge; | . 
I muſt have proof. ER A 
Hyd. Call in my fellow-prifoners.” 1 8 Ar 
855. What can ſet bounds to man 's impiety, 5 Ar 
And where is virtue ſafe? Accus'd thus falſely, 
With all the ſtrongeſt circumſtance of guilt, f 
By one I know not! Heav'n has then deterinin'd 
That I muſt fall. Shall man conteſt, with Fowe'? | 1 
"Tis all in vain. The will of Fate be done. | | Ts 
Hyd. Thoſe who accus'd us, brib'd'with Perſian gold Th. 
Conceal'd the author of out enterprize: 8 8 
a 
Enter Con ſpirators. Ang 
A 


Know ye that man? 


1 4 32225 Would he had been unknown. | 14 
Hd. 
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Hyd. The king has trac'd our miſchief to the ſource; 
Who was it prompted you to this attempt? 
Ha ye not views to ſet a nation fre? BY 
And to reſtore him to his crown and kingdom; 
1// Conſp. By him we fell, tis juſt that he fall with us. 
24 Conſp. So, now one ruin has invoiy'd us all. : 
Phra. Death is the lot of thoſe that thirft for blocd. 
Conduct them hence. This hour prepare to ſuffer. 
al [Exeunt Conſpirators. : 
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Ungrateful prince! 1 3 
Soph. Since tis the will of heaven 
To load me with calamities and ſhame, 
Since the moſt ſearching eye cannot diſcern | 
The heart of man; O where ſhall I find juſtice! 
I am a ſtranger, in adverfityy ''/ OV 
Bereft of weaith and power, without a friend. 
Phra. Hence, baſe diffembler.” Take him from my 
= reſence. r 
When hypocrites are ſtript of virtue's plumes, 
= Vice then appears moſt hideous and deform'd. 
Back to thy dungeon, to remorſe and death. 
Soph. Vain are excuſe and ſolemn proteſtation; 
How ſhall my words prevail, and truth appear. 
When there's a crowd of witneſſes againſt me! 
8 Theguilty periſh with remorfe and horforr,,rr‚d 


m hut innocence ne'er feels the ſting of death. 
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Death is a bleſſing ta adverſity.; 


== Anxiety, calamity, and ſorrow, ET | | 
And all the daily fretting cares _» 1 if 
Are ſhook from off our ſhoulders, and we reſt. 3 = 
| [I. Exit Sophernes guarded, 
Hyd. __ now guards. the throne, and; Media's 
appy. | "i 


Phra. I ratify my word, and. give you life, 

I give you liberty; but on conditions. 
1d, Thoſe I ſhall ſend you ſoon, and then you're free. 
0 Sun! 1 thank thee; thy all-ſceing eye x7 „ 


989 1440 


And now the hand of jutti 
Ara. Media rejoice. 1 
All, May the king live for ever? © 0 
14. | C32 5 Phra. 


Has trac'd the villain through his fecret ways, tt 


<< is upon him. 


28 | The CAPTIVES. 

Phra. Proclaim a feſtival for ſeven days ſpace ; 
Let the court ſhine in all its pomp and luſtre: 
Let all our ftreets reſound with ſhours of joy; 
Let muſick's care-diſpelling voice be heard; 
The ſumptuous banquet and the flowing goblet +: 7 
Shall warm the cheek, and fill the heart with gladneſ: 
For Media's foes are put to ſhame and death. 
Harbe ſhall fit ſovereign of the feaſt, . | 
That queen of beauty ſhall direct our pleaſures. 
II to her bower. I would have no attendance. 


{ Exeunt Phraortes, &c. 8 
Enter Doraſpe. - 

Dor. Inform me, what has paſt? _ 4 
| Ara. The queen's conjetures - | = Ea 
| The king has now confirm'd. The Perfian prince, E 
| That hypocrite, is known, and prov'd a traytor, . Op 
And leader of that crew of vile aſſaſſins. Re 
But ſee the queen. The king is gone to ſeek hex Th 
Excuſe my haſte; for duty calls me hence. [Exil. = 
| Enter Aſtarbe. ©. | My 
Aft. Twas downright arrogance. I faw his ſcorn. 1 
A lover reads the thought of every look, : Ti 
And needs no comment or interpreter. | Pur 
What woman can forgive that worſt of inſults? f 
Not ev'n the moſt deform'd of all our ſex 7 
Can bear contempt. And ſhall I pardon it? # 
WW To pardon it, is to inſult myſelf, _ _ 
And own that I deſerve it. [afide.] Know you ought | Mu 
| Of what the king in judgment has determin'd ? Bu 
Door. Sophernes was accus'd. F 
an * he found guilty? 4 

Dor. Yes, v'd a traitor. 

Aft. Then Bo {atisfy'd. Wo 
Dor. How one afflition crowds upon another, | Let 
To puniſh this ungrateful man ! * 


Aft. What mean you? | 
Dor. It is confirm'd among the captive women 

(Who now attend to paſs before the preſence) 
is wife was lain in battle. 


* 


— k ñ ́ͥ3ͥ—ꝛ2' 


The CAPTIVES. 
J.. Would he were dead * 3 

vet were he dead, would he die in my thoughts? 
Talk to me, ſpeak ; leave me not to reflection. 

= [To Doraſpe. 
et what will talk avail ? I've loſt attention. 
Were her words ſoft 2 as the lyre, 

Or ſtrong and ſprightly as th' en ivening trumpet, 
2X Tcould hear nought but conſcience. Would he were dead! 
2 You ſhall not leave me. . ri: 
Dor. See the king returns.  ' [Exit. 

Enter Phraortes. „ 
Phra. Welcome, my queen; how my heart ſprings 
Hl to meet thee! | 
Each day, each hour, thy beauty grows upon me; 
2X Ev'n while I gaze, ſome undiſcover'd charm. 
Opens itſelf, and wounds iny heart anew. 
Rejoice, Aflarbe; Media is deliver'd : 0 
The gathering ſtorm, that threaten'd deſolation, 
Is over-blown, and all is now ſerene. 3 
Then let us give our future days to pleaſure; 
My ev'ry pleaſure is compris'd in thee.. * | 
A. Be firm injuſtice, nor give way to mercy,. 
*Tis the mind's frailty, and the nurſe of crimes, 
Puniſh : and root out treaſon from the land. 
Phra. Sophernes was their chief” 
Aſt. Ungrateſul villain! 
Phra. How he deceiv'd me! 
Afi. Your too eaſy nature 
Muſt always harbour miſchiefs in your empire. 
bDoes he ſtill live? | | 
8 Phra. His death is fix'd and ſign'd. A, 
Aft. — hour he lives, your people doubt your 
juſtice. 
Would you deter the populace from crimes, 
Let punithment be ſudden. That's true mercy. 
Phra. He never ſhall behold another ſun. 
But why thould cares of ſtate intrude upon us? 
; Aft. Why this reproof ? In what have I deſery'd it? 
All my concern was for the peace of Media, | 
And for your ſafety. I have ſaid too much © 
C 3 Phra, 
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05 The-CAPTIVES.. | 
Phra. What has Afiarba aſk'd that I refug'd ? 

Thy beauty has all power. Who waits without? 

Go; let the'captives be diſiniſs'd the palace, 

F . [ Speaks at the dowry. 

The king reſigns his privilege of choicde. 

Should the ſelected beauties of the world [To Aſtarbe. 

In full temptation ſtand before my preſence, 

Still would my heart and eye be fixt on thee. 

Thy charms would (like the ſun's. all: powerful rays) 
Make all thoſe little ſtars of beauty fade. 
Why that dejected look? that thoughtful ſigh ? 

In what have I offended? If to love, I, 
Be to offend, Phyaortes is moſt wretched. 
| EehͥEnter Araxes, — 
Ara. ] ſpoke the king's commands; when from the 
crowd „„ 5 N 
One of the captives roſe, and humbly pray d 
Admiſſion to the throne. C5 


Phra. J hear no ſuits. Een | 
Ara. She wiſh'd to ſpeak a matter of importance. 
Phra. Diſmiſs them all. Let us retire, my queen, 
Aft. Araxes, fray. I [Araxes going out. 
Phra. What is Afarbe's pleaſure? Wo 
Aft. This matter ſhould be ſearch'd. The fate of 
empires „5 
Turns often on the ſlighteſt information; 
And were my counſel worthy to be heard, 
I would admit her. | 
Phra. Let her be admitted. [Exit Araxes. 
'[Phraortes ſeats Aſtarbe on the throne, then places 
himſelf by her. The guards enter, and range them- 
ſelves on each ſide. 


Enter Captive, Doraſpe, end Attendants. 


Phra. Ariſe, fair maid ; and let thy ſuit be heard. 
Cap. The King has done his proſtrate ſervant juſ- 
tice. [ Kneeling. 
Thus low I pay my thanks to heaven and you. 
Phra. Riſe from that humble poſture, and ſpeak _ 
"5 | 5 a Cap. 
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e CAPTIVES. 31 
Cap. The Per/ian prince, to whom we owe our bon- 
25 dage, 9% x 164 041 111 5 [ Riſes, 
"Ts ſaid, is doom'd to death for horrid treachery. 
Phra. He well deſerves it. If you fall-before me, 
To melt me into mercy with your tears, 
Woman, your tears are fruſtrate. Take her hence. 
Cap. I ipeak for mercy! No, I ſue for tortures. 
With rapture | could gaze upon his ſufferings, 
Enjoy his agonies and dying groans, | | 
And then this hand could tab, him to the heart, 
Phra. Whence roſe this furious ſpirit of revenge ? 
Cap. By brutal violence he ſlew my huſband. 
Excufe my Tears; Love calls them from my eyes. 
With him I loſt all joy, all peace and comfort. 
Phra. What mov d Sophernes to the barb'rous deed ?: 
Cap. My huſband was diſtinguiſh'd in his armies ;. 
With him ]-always ſhar'd the toils of war, 
The tedious marches, and the ſcorching ſung, 
"or love makes all fatigue ſeem light and eaſy. + 
ophernes ſaw me, ſigh'd, and ſpoke his paſſion. 
I (purn'd his offers, and deſpis'd his ſut. 
He till perſiſted, and my virtue ſtrengthen'd: 
Till on a day, inflam'd with looſe deſire, 
He ſent my lord upon ſome feign'd command; 

Lin his tent fat waiting his return, ; 
Then ſuddenly the raviſher ruſti'd in. {Weeps. 
Phra. Go on. 85 5 

Cap. He ſeiz'd mie, tore me, dragg'd me to his arms; 
In vain | ftruggled ; by reſiſtance weaken'd, 3.23% 
T loft all ſtrength, and ſo—he ſpoil'd my thonour. 

O ſhame! O brutal force! [Meept. 

Phra. Unhappy woman! | 
Proceed. en 

Cap. Juſt in the moment of my ſhame 
My huſband enter'd. Strait the villain left me. 
And, deſperate by the ſtings. of guilt and terror, 
He ftabt'd him to the heart. [Weeps. 

Phra. Moſt monſtrous: villain ! 

His life's a ſeries of the blackeſt crimes. 

Cap. I in the hurry of the murder fled, 

And ſcap'd the tyrant's power. Alone, diſguis'd, 
I've pal away my reſtleſs hours in ſorrow. 


15 C 4 | Revenge 
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32 " The CAPTIVES. 
Revenge was all my wiſh, and all my comfort; 
For that Pve watch'd him thro' long weary aches 
And revenge gave me ſtrength and reſolution. 
Why feli he not by me? His crime requit'd it. 
Vengeance o'ertakes him for another guilt, | 
And I have loſt revenge. O may he feel 
The pain and horror clue to both his crimes, 
Phra. His death is ſign'd. | 
Cap. That is his due for treachery, 
Phra. What would revenge | have more? Ty offend- 
er's blood ' . 
| Allays its ſtrongeſt thirſt. . ater 
1 Cap. Moſt gracious op Sos 122 
Hear an unhappy woman's n 5. bete, 
And may my prayer find favour and acceptance ! 
Grant me to ſee him in his lateſt gaſp; ; 
Let my appearance ſtrike him with confuſion; 
Let me awake freſh terrors in his conſcience, 
And bring my murder'd huſband to his view. 
Entruſt the ſword of juſtice in my hand PE 
The ſtroke ſhall then be ſure. - 
Phra. What fortitude 
25 Lies hid beneath that face of ſofteſt . 
The death of his confederates is ſign'd, 
And he with privacy this very evening 
Shall be diſpatch'd in priſon. Now yo re ſatisfy 4. 
Cap. O, were that office mine! 
Aft. For ſuch offence 
He cannot feel too much ; her fuit i is juſt. 
Then let me intercede in her behalf; 
Grant her requeſt. Give her the fata ſignet; 
Give her the dagger —Such revenge is virtue. 
Phra. Take this ; . boon is granted. Soon my 
orders 5 „ [Gives her his dagger. 
Shall ſend you to revenge a huſbapd s murder. 5 


Let her attend without. Draw near, Araxes. 
If [ Exit Captive. 


| . IPhraortes talks aſide to Araxes. 
Aſt. What, ſue to her! and when I ſued diſdain me! | 
How my diſgrace grows on me ! Let him periſh, 
And * by that woman. 5 Rſcntmenc” | | 
| - Kindles 
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IE Kindles and burns, to take her charge upon me, 
FX Yet fill would he relent, I could ſorgive him. | 
Dor. His wife is dead, on whom his heart was fix d: 
That obſtacle's remov'd. FO T 
A, And death hangs o'er him. _ 
That fight perhaps may ſhake his reſolution. 
If I could hope, I would delay his ſentence. 
I dread his death. What is there to be done? 
u ſee him ere he dies. O abject thought! 


ves, I will ſee him, and renew my offers 
In his laſt moments; for whene'er he dies 
My mind will ne'er know peace. I will defer it. 
ll footh the king in his ſoft hours of love, 
When all his ſtrongeſt purpoſes are nothing. 
When 'tis deferrd Would I could ceaſe from thought! 3 
Phra. Tell her, as ſoon as juſtice is perform d, 
The king requires her thanks She's wond'rous fair! 
| You know my will; theſe are my laſt commands. 
Let punctual care and diligence obey me. [Ex. Araxes. 
Go, bid the prieſts prepare the ſacriſice; 1 
This ev'ning ſhall the ee of devotion 
| Smoak in our temples and perfume. the ſkies. 
my ſhall attend — rites, 
o pay his grateful thanks in ſongs of jop. 
| my =» [Exeunt 1 Attendants. 
| Aftarbe, come. One glance of thoſe bright eyes 
Diſpells all care, and empires are forgot. 
In what is man ſuperior to the brute??? _ - 
Brutes eat, drink, ſleep ; like us, have all the ſenſes. - 
The male and female meet, then coldly par, _ 
Part with indifference, and deſire is cloy d: 
n love alone we feel th' immortal part, 
And that celeſtial fire refines the heart. 


3 I _ „ p : - £ 
, : Fo > * & . " - 4.3 + — 9 * 
4 ? P L ” rot 

bg in 


1e 111101 
Ss — 2 + 


„ 


eee * 1 Bonn T - 2 88 2 L. 5 0 E . 4 
LN I; OR, ER Oy ORC TIT 0 8. (TRE A / PRTN SOIFT TOES SIC 1 
c TY I ESC „7 / IN NT os EN. C 8 
1 JJ EDD A EE DI Cee ene OR An ina // ͤ hd Or RAT La I: 
A Le ee Rd OE —Ä ĩ˙ůͤ te ro A ]¶ ä.“...  E IOEIN OM We n c 
. * : WA 1 24 rr 


% 
2 16 C3 


. 5 Hygarnes, Conſpirators. . 
- ] Shall ſurvive but for a kerle ſpace ; 


Doubt not my plighted faith, and die in peace. 
O. | What 


3 


Es: The CAPTIVES. 
What is an hour of Hfe ! an hour of torment... 
Think then what T ſhall fuffer for your ſake, 
How I ſhall long and pant to be among you 1 
To him who fears not death revenge is fure; 
To him who fears not death revenge is ſpeedy. 
Soon as the chains are {truck from off theſe hands, 
Pl dye them purple in the royal blood; 
Pl watch all time. The throne ſhall not ſecure him; 
The ſolemn temple, even that facred ground, 
Shall not protect him from my refolutton. 
Would it were done; that we might fall together! 
/ Conſp. May all fucceſs attend thy glorious purpoſe? 
Thinking upon thy brave undaunted ſpirit; | 
I ſhall forget my pains, and ſmile in torture, 
Evy'n when the ſharpeſt pang of death is on me. 
Hd. Ere you 5 cold, my ghoſt ſhall overtake you, 
And bring the welcome news. Impatience racks me. 


2d Conjp. We thank our bold revenger, and will die 


Like men that well deſerv'd ſo great a chief. 


acl. 
Think on my friendſhip. © 

* 4th Conſp. And on mine. „„ 
5th Conſp. Andmme. 


3d Conſp. Farewell. And when you lift the dagger 


? 


22 


thd. 
true, „ 1 
And you entruſt one who deſerves ſuch friendſhips; 
Your prayers and wiſhes ſhall dite& the dagget 
Deep in his heart. And when this deed is done 
Pve done my talk of life, and Tl reſign lt. 
Enter Aruzes, and Hr s. 
Ara. Time preſſes on us, and your hour is come- 
We mutt obey our orders. Lęad them hence. 
Torture and death expect you. 
iff Conſp. Well.. Lead on 
Ara. Tis your haſt moment. '- + — 


1/ Conſp. We're impatient for it. 


* 


oo 


Ara. Stay here till my return. To you, 7 meſſage 


To Hyd. 
* Is 


i 
Te 
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175 Conſd.. Think of us all, and give himdeath for each, 
arewell, unhappy friends ; you're brave and. 


© 


| The CAPTIVES. 35 

s of a ſweeter ſound ; *tis life, tis freedom. | 

I'll ſee them to the ſcaffold ; then diſcharge you. 

[Exeunt Araxes, Conſpirators, and Officers. 

ad. What's death to that I feel within! ' Tis nothing. 

ZZ Tortures but tear the fleſh, and craſh the bones; 

But guilt and horror tear my reſtleſs foul, 

And ev'ry thought's an arrow in my heart. 

XZ Sophernes is condemn'd, and I accuſed him. 

For what? — For means to ſatiate my revenge, 

And that's ſufficient. O revenge, ſupport me! 

What, am I grown a coward? Does repentance, 

Does vile contrition fink my boaſted courage? 

Does reſolution ſtagger ! Hence, away, 

I will not hear thee, daſtard, meddlihg conſcience ! 

| No, TN go on, I feel my fpirits viſe 3*o—or 
My beart grötys-Hatder, and I ſcorn remorſe ; + 

That's the poor whining refuge of a coward. 

My friends are now expiring. Hark, their groans 

Start me from thought, and ſummon me to vengeance! 

8 1come, my friends; in that great deed I] fall. 
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: Enter Hias es.. 
Ara. Phraottes ſends you life and liberty, .' | 
Twelve days are granted you te pals the confines 
Of his domains? t6iflay' beyond that time | 
Annuls his pardon, and your life is forfeit. | 
3 You'renow diſcharg'd. : Be grateful for this mercy, . 
Fray for the peace of Media, and repent. 
Fb. Media, farewell. With all the wings of ſpeed 
lay chy bound. Let me forget thy name; 
rein bring ue ah temembrabee my loft kiends. 
1 2 IS 735: Signet d DUO Et ir Exit. 
Ara. Come forth, unhappy prince; excuſe 1 .— 


be] 


—— the dungeons. 
e meſſage. +» * 


| Tis with reludence that I bring 


Your death's at hand. 


3 Tn b is The only friend 
I nat | have left; thy meſſage is. moſt welcome. 

My friend's at hand; O bbw 1 8 to meet him! 

h bim is all my hope, in” im thy refuge, 15 

He thall difburthen me of #11 mis fortune, 


And | 


He ſhall wipe off calamity and ſorrow, 


. Te CAPTIVE S. 
And give me peace and everlaſting reſt. ; OG, 


I thank thee for the news. 


Arn. Such unconcern, - | Tg | 
Such ſteady fortitude ainidſt. aftiQions, et Jn 


* 
Was never ſeen till now. e 0 
Soph. My wife is dead! 1 . 


And I have no attachment to the world. 2 3 8 
What is't to live? And who counts life «bieing? 7 

It is to ſee injuſtice hold the ſcale, _ : 

And weigh with partial hand the deeds of men; 

It ie to ſee a race of ſervile flatterers 

Worſhip the author of all miſchief, gold; 

To ſee oppreflion rich, and virtue ſtarving. 

Death only cloſes this diſtaſteful ſcene. 1 
Ara This ſcorn of death appears like 1 innocence. 
Soph. All mortal juſtice errs. Heaven knows the heart: 

"Tis eaſy in my. circumſtance to die 

For I have no poſſeſſions to forego: 

My kingdom is another's; round my coucli 

No faithful ſervants ſtand with weeping eyes; 

No darling children cling around my neck, 

And with fond kiſſes warm-my-hollow cheek; 

No wife, who (worn, and wearied out With grief); 

Faints in my arms. Theſe give the pangs of aestba 

Theſe make us covet life. But hleave nothing. 
Ara. What manly reſolution ! I grieve.for ou. 
Soph. At death's approach the guilty: conſcience tre- I. 

bles, : 
But! have not: thoſe borrors,——Hagk, * ng N 
1 ce . 1 

With what impatient Joy Ticome. to meet; thee |; = 
Ara, Farewell, thou moſt unfortunate of men z: 

A mind & great; unſhaken by diſtreſs : 

Deſerv'd a nobler end. Forgive my duty, 

It ſeems ſeyere, but *tis the king's command; 

The dungeon muſt confine you. 


Spb, Tfubmit. = [Araxestlock him in che dngen: ; 


FS 


E Enter Captive. he 

Cap. Tbbletter will inſtruc. you in your ta. 

Ara. The priſoner ſhall the deaf into your Mats . 
N by 1+ 11, 64 
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The: C APT IV ES. 
Cap. And he ſhall periſh by an injur'd woman. 
hus has the king decreed ; ſo ſhall he ſuffer, 


Both for his treaſon,. and my murder'd lord. 


. 
* 1 ' * 
2281 oe 


o ſes me arm'd with ſuch juſt reſolution, 


| 4 My huſband's ghoſt is pleas d, and ſmiles upon me. 


t. 


5 


| What, not- a word!)?! 


5 Phraortes gave this dagger: this ſhall end him. 
Ara. Within that iron gate he mourns in darkneſs. 


Cap. His will ſhall be obey' d. 

Ara. He's now your charge. | 

Cap. And ſoon my. charge. ſhall end.- 
to juſtice.. 


How will my fight diſmay. his guilty ſoul ?- 

XZ Ev'n while that terror preys upon his heart; 

rn hutl him to the deepeſt ſhades below. 

But I delay; and juſtice grows impatient. . 

ld be alone. You now have done your duty. 
„% - Ju A 

Cap. Come. forth, . Sopbernes. [Unlechs the dungeon. 


Soph. I will meet thee, death. 
Cap. Draw near. . 

Soph. Hark! was it not a woman's voĩce? 
That voice no more is ſweet; Cylene's dead. 
Yes. Tis the queen Here ſatiate thy revenge, 
My boſom heaves, and longs to meet the dagger. 


Why is thy hand ſo ſlow “ 


And js thy ear a ſtranger to this voice ? 


Soph. O dear deluſion !- 
Cyl. Wake. 


* 4 


'Tis thy Cylene. calls, thy loſt Cylene. 
Cannot this-boſom warn) thee into life? 


2 Cannot this voice recall thy ſinking ſpirits ?* ö 
| Cannot theſe lips reſtore thee? O. look up; 
100 voice; thy lips, could call me from the dead; 


k up, and give me comfort. 


37 


5 9 | | | [Gives the keys. 
This will conduct you. — Tis the king's command, 
soon as the bloudy. office is perform'd, : 

That you preſent yourſelf once more. before. him. 


Leave me- 


a or | Iz not thy, heart acquainted with theſe eyes? 


Fainta. 


Soph; 


33 E CAPTIVES. 


Soph. Tis Cylene. | 

Tis no deluſion. Do I live to ſee PR 

And muſt I be torn from thee ? cruel thought ! 

O tyrant death, now thou haſt made me fear thee! | 
Cyl. When will misfortunes leave us x | 
Soph. Death muft end them. 

"T'was ſaid you fell in battle; from that time 

Jloſt all pleaſure, and deſire of life. 

Cyl. In that fad day of our adverſity, 

When Perſia was made captive, every eye 

Wept for the fall of my dear lord Sephernes, 

For you they ſorrow'd, and forgot their bondage. 

J loſt myſelf in heart-conſuming grief, 2 

And, left a conqueror's arrogance and pride 

Should tempt him to condemn a captive queen 52 

To his looſe hours, induſtriouſly I ſpread | 

The rumour of my death; and by thoſe means 

Have figh'd away my days obſcure, unknown. 1 
Soph. How gain'd you this acceſs? and why that 

dagger ? - 1; 
Cyl. this is no time for talk; conſult thy iafety. : 

Catch at the preſent- moment, for the next 

May throw us back again into defpair. 7 
Soph. What means my love ?- No innocence can land 2 

Againſt the voice. of perjur'd catumny. ' - = 
Cyl. This dagger was defign'd to murder thee ; 5: 

And I am ſent upon that bloody errand : 

This hand that now is thrown about thy neck, 

Was to have done the deed O horrid thought . 

Unknown, amony a train of captive women. 

They brought-me to- the' palace ; there I learnt” | 

The tale of thy unhappy fufferi * 3 % 

And how the king had fon d th tal ſentence, | Wen 

fei before the throne, wol his jaſtice;. * 

Then, with feign'd tears, and well-diſſembled Pere 

Charg'd thee with violation of my honour, 

And murder of. a huſband... He was mov'd ; 

Pleas'd with my bold r vet, he heard my gets 


And for revenge and j Jufti ve me this. 
WP ' {Sbewws the dagger. 


But the time flies. Trenne my lord, to ſave thee. 
»Tis by that hope, I live. 


„. 


Sopb. 


IP The CAPTIVES. 39 
orb. That hope is paſt: 

1 t is impoſſible. Reſentment, power 7 

nd perjury, all work againſt my life. 

D how I fear to die! for thee, I fear; 

ro leave thee thus expos'd, a helpleſs captive; 

In a ſtrenge land, and not one friend to chear thee !* 


3 { Cyl. ] think thou lov'ſt me. 


FX $2ph. Sure thou long haſt Known it. | 
.. Is there ought that I could deny Sopherne; 
No. I have try'd my heart! = 
2X $244. What mean theſe doubts ?: 

never gave you cauſe. D 
C.. Then promiſe, ſwear, 

hat you will not refuſe me what afk; 


N Thus on her knees Cylene begs it of you. 


Soph. Does this appear like love? ſpeak, and 'tis 
granted: „„ 

Cyl. I thank thee. Thou haſt given me all my 

- wiſhes, . = | = 

or now thy life is ſafe ; and ſav'd by me. 


ere, take this veil; this ſhall. fecure chy flight, 
With this thou ſhalt deceiye the watchful guard. 
O bleſt occaſion! fly, my lord, with ſpeed; 
never wiſh'd to part till now. 5 


Soph. What, go and leave thee thus l my: heart for- 


bids it. 


e. Death js all that Iam doom'd to fulfer ;: 


But thy diſtreſs is more. 


e Diſpute it no: 


} 


5 6 Haft thou not ſworn? 


Soph. What never can be done. 
Vhy wilt thou foice feverer torture on ne? 


o. Give me death; I chooſe the flighter pain. 


V.. 


b, 


hen Tam dead, may the juft Gods relieve rhee. 
Oi. Was ever love thus obſtinately cruel ! 
Only thy life can ſave me; think on that. __ 
= ,**  PSophernes fixes bis eyes on the ground. 
ke the deaf rock he flands immoveable. | 
ow my fears grow, and chill my ſhiv'ring heart! 
Has then thy ſtubbornneſs refolv'd to kill me?? 
Soph. Shall I, that was her ſhield in every danger, 
Abandon her to the rude hand of power? 


Cyl. 


40- The CAPTIVES. L 
Cyl. Hear me, my lord; embrace the happy moment: 20 

This is, perhaps, the laſt that is allow'd us. 230 
Soph. What! give her my diſtreſs! 1 
Cy] Look up, and anſwer. 3 

Have my words. loft all int'reſt in thy heart? 

Hear then my purpoſe ; and I will. perform it. 

Pl never feel the pang of that fad hour 

When thou ſhalt ſuffer. No: I'll die before thee. 

How gracious was this preſent of the king. 

_ *Tis kind, *tis merciful, *twill. give me peace, 

And ſhew me more compaſſion: than Sopher nes. . 
Soph. O give me ſtrength, ye powers, to break my i 


n 


＋ = 


3 chains, n „ 

That I may force the lifted weapon from her! 

Spare, ſpare thy dearer life]! I grant thee all. 

I will abandon: thee to my diſtreſſe 

Tul fly this inſtant; by our loves, I will. 

The Gods are kind. O may their mercy ſave her! 
Cyl. From thy dear hands I take-the-galling chains. 

Leſt danger intetcept thee: haſte; be gone; : 

And us thou valueſt mine, ſecure. thy life. 

Thou hadſt no hope: who knows but my offence 

May find forgiveneſs l. tis a crime of love; 

And love's a powerful advocate to mercy. | » 
CLoph. O how Iſtruggle to unlooſe my-heart-ſtrings,. 

That are fo cloſely knit and twin d with thine ! 2 

Is't poſſible that we may meet again? | 

That thought has fill'd my ſoul with reſolution: 

Farewell: may heaven ſupport thee, and . A 

Exit. 
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yl. O bleſſed opportunity, I thank thee. 
If for this pious act of love | periſh, 
Let not Sophernes raſl.ly follow me. 
Live to revenge me, and the world ſhall praiſe thee/ | 
Though all my hours be doom'd to chains and darkneſs, . 
The pleaſing thought that I have given thee ſafety, nd“! 
Will chear me more than liberty and day-light. : 
Though I'm condemn'd to ſuffer ſhameful death, 
Ev'n in that hour I ſhall forget his terrors, 5 
And knowing that preſerv'd thee, die with pleaſure. 
But hark! what noiſe was that? New fears alarm me. 
Is he detected ? Heaven has more compaſſion. FR 

i 'Be 
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Se fill, my heart. I go to take his place, "0 
Mad wait th' event with ſteady reſignation. 

3 [Enters the dungeon. 


Enter Araxes and Aſtarbe. 


A}. T bring the royal mandate, read your order: 
he ſentence of Sophernes is ſuſpended 
d queſtion him in private. Guide me to him, 
Aa. He's dead. 
Al. Sopbernes dead ! when ? how ? by whom _ 
Ara. The captive woman by whoſe hand be fell, 
gone before the king; juſt now ſhe parte. 
A. My guilt, my hate, my love, all war within. 
Ind conſcience and diſtraction will betray me. [ Affde. 
Ara. Within that dungeon lies the breathleſs body. 
Ali. Name him no more. Begone ; I'd be alone. 
ou know my pleaſure. 3 
Ara. 1 an a obedience. I Exis. 
Al. Who ſhail appeaſe this tempeſt of my ſoul ? 
is done. He's dead: now it will rage for ever! 
et why ? Hence, conſcience. All I did was juſtice. 
m the cauſe ? TI proffer'd life and love; 
he murder was not mine. Why then this horror? 
ould a queen bear ſuch infolence and ſcorn? 
as | not injured ? ſhall I not reſent ? : 
e well deſerv'd his fate. Ungrateful man! 
he bloody ſpeRacle ſhall bead revenge, | 
nd fix eternal hatred in my heart. [Cylene comes forth. 
ah! ſpeak : what art? . | 
moves! it comes! where ſhall I hide me from it ? 
ature ſhi inks back, and ſhivers at the fight. | 
[ Hides her face. 
Cyl. See at your feet a poor unhappy captive. 
| | | [Anceling. 
may the queen be gracious to her ſervant ! ah: 
* Araxes ſaid that he had let you forth, 
nd by command you went before the king. 
hy has he thus deceiv'd me? . 
Cyl. Turn not away; 3 
ſow one look of pity on a wretch, 
ho lifts her eyes to you for grace and pardon. 
Ai. Pardon ! for what? you did it by command. 


Is 
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Is it a crime t'obey the voice of juſtice? _ 
And did not thy ow wrongs demand his blood? 
What has detain'd thee in that horrid place ? 
Was it to hear him in the pangs of death, 

And taſte the pleaſure of his dying groan ? 


Where lies the reeking fword ? Is he yet cold ? 
Phraortes ſhall reward thee for this ſerviee. 


How ſhall I ſtem the torrent of his wrath! - 
Then let the queen inſtill ſoft mercy in him, 
And intercede to ſpare a wretched wife. 
A. Make known thy crime. 

Cyl. Al my offence is love. 
Sophernes is my hufband. _- : 

2 Haſt thou kill'd him? 

I. No. I dar'd diſobey. My love has ſav'd him; 


ich lying ſpeeches I deteiv'd.the king, 
 FAccus'd Sophernes of imagin'd crimes, 


And thus have given him. life. My veil conceal's rl | 


And brought him forth from death. This is my guilt, 
If &er your heart has felt the tender paſſion, 
You will forgive this juſt, this pious fraud. 
Who would not do the ſame for him ſhe loves? 
Conſult thy heart; and pity will plead for me. 

Aft. How dar'ſt you contradi the king's command), 


And I obey'd my heart. 
Aft. Thy life is forfeit. 
Dar ſt thou avow thy crime? 
Cyl. I glory in it. 
If 'tis a orime, when innocence is wrong'd 
To ſnatch it from the rage of credulous power ; 
If *tis a crime to-ſuccour the diſtreſt; 
If tis a crime to relieve injur'd vittue; 
If *tis a crime to be a faithful wife; 
Thoſe crimes are mine; for I have ſav'd my huſband. 
Aft. Is this an anſwer turn'd to move compaſſion! 
Such inſolence is only match'd in him. 


__— is the moſt conſummate NT of treaſon. 


Stretch forth thy hands: where are the crimſon Ntaina!| I | 
Twas bravely done. — Go, haſte, before the throne ; 4 
yl. When I thall ſtand before that awful preſence, 4 Y Ti 
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Cyl.. No power on earth commands the heart but 
love ; [Rf 8 
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o gave thee power ? Are traitors at thy mercy ? 

et not hope flatter thee. Nor prayers nor tears 

Niall turn away the ſword of juſtice from thee. 

aſn woman, know, thy life ſhall pay his ranſom. 

.. Alas! my life is of too little price: 

ach as it is, I freely give it for him. 

lay ſafety guard his days, and watch his nights! 

2 | I [ Kneeling, 

May ev'ry ſun riſe happier than the laſt, 1 

ill he ſhall re-aſcend his native throne! | 

hen think upon Qylene. Heaven ſhall aid thee 

Jo puniſh Media for thy murder'd wife. 1 

Af. Araxes ] [Enter Araxes.] Seize this bold pre- 
ſumptuous woman. 

Pour charge, beneath her veil, is fled from juſtice, 

nd the dares own the crime. I fear your duty 

vill be ſuſpected. Lead her to the dungeon. 


„here wait thy fate. 
Cl. Ye gods, preſerve Sophernes. 38 5 
= [She is loc#d into the dungeon. 
bim, A,. If I had power, this inſtant ſhe ſhould die, 
ilt, PF Ara. I fear the king will ſoften into mercy. 
A.. Why that ſuſpicion? 5 
Ara. While the ſpoke before him, 
aw the king with the moſt fond attention : 
Fang on her words; and as ſhe ſpoke, he Janguiſh'd, 
ind! ud ev'ry look he gave was love or pity. | 
1 3 4/. She ſhall not live an hour. Left with each 
/e. moment | 


28's paſſion ftrengthen, and my power diminiſh, 
Pid beauty ſtrike all hearts as well as eyes, 
For me the rival world would be in arms: 
Peauty's admir'd and prais'd, not always lov'd. 
Pome eyes are dazzled with too ſtrong a luſtre, 
hat gaze with pleaſure on a fainter object; 
his homely captive then may ſteal his heart, 
nd bring diſgrace upon me. I'll prevent her. 
This hour [11 ſee her bleed, and thus remove 


d. At once the rivalof my throne and love. 


1 


Ve 
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AST. V. 
SCENE, a Temple. 


. 


F e knows, —and I am in her power. 
Araæes was employ'd; he may ſuſpect me. 
One crime ſupports another I mult on. 

J fear them both. How ſhall I loſe my fear? | 
Their deaths muſt end it. But they may be honeſt. 
Il fift them—for my ſoul has loſt all reſt. | 
But ſee Doraſpe. 
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Enter Doraſpe. 


Thou ſometimes wert known 
To miſs devotion's hours. How comes it 3 1 
Thou'rt now ſo ſoon ? haft thou ou ght that concerns me? 
Think'ſt thou Araxes. honeſt ? I have doubts, - 7 
I fear the priſoner *ſcap'd by his connivance. 
Are my commands obey d? Dn 
Dor. Tis not yet done. 
He could not gain admiſſion ta the king, _ 
Al. Does he not knowa frown of mine cancruſh him 2 
Dor. I know his heart and hand are wholly your's. 
He waits the king's commands. | 
Aft. Are mine then nothing? 
And want I power to juſtify the deed ? 
Why was ſhe not diſpatch'd ? He knew my pleaſure. 
My pleaſure is his duty. "Twas I rais'd him; 
And dares he now diſpute what I ordain? 
Tell him, I'll have it done; that I command it. 
Thou too art falfe. Then on herſelf alone 
Aftarbe ſhall depend. Away, thou flatterer. 
Go hence, and tremble at the queen's diſpleaſure. 
She ſhall this inſtant die. For ſee Phraortes. 
Aſftarbe now has all things at her nod. 
Of this day's worſhip I'll appoint the victim. 


Enter Phraortes; A ſolemn proceſſion of Prieſts. 


[The queeen talks a part to Phraortes. 
Phra. Bid them fuſpend a while the ſacrifice : ” 
The 
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The queen requires a private conference 
7 — 4 that — the ſtate. Withdraw. 
| | [ Exeunt Priefts. 
Now ſpeak, my queen; I'm ready to obey. | 
1 45. All in 22 Vour fate il) harbours treaſon, 
Ev'n now I tremble for my lord the king; | 
For through the dark the traitor's arrow flies; 
And which way will you turn your ſhield againſt it f 
| Phra. What means my queen? 
Aft. Caſt off all clemency; 
80 thall your throne ſtand firm to lateſt time. 
Phra. And has my danger given 4/tarbe fear ? 
Where ſtall I find reward for ſo much goodneſs ? 
I ſwear by Fowve, and yon wide ſapphire heaven, 
Alarbe's will ſhall fix the king's decree. 
Al. What thall be done to him, whoſe lying lips 
Miſlead the king from the ſtrait paths of juſtice ? 
1e? Phra. Media decrees that death ſhall be his portion. 
Al. What is ordain'd for him, who (when the king 
Entruſts the royal ſignet in his hands) 
Dares contradict the ſacred mandate ? 
Pyöra. Death. 
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Aft. What ſhall our laws inflict on that bold miſcreant, 
Who faves th' offender whom the king condemns ? 

== Phra. The fatal ſentence falls upon his head. 
A. Let juſtice then ſupport the throne of Media; 
Let juſtice then preſerve thy ſacred life! | 
All theſe offences are that captive woman's, 

Who with feign'd tears beg'd pity and revenge, 
With lying lips ſhe fell before the throne, 
She turn'd the king from the ſtrait paths of juſtice, 
The royal ſeal was truſted in her hands 
Preſumptuouſly ſhe broke the ſacred mandate, 
he mr whom you condemn'd, and. with vile trea- 
cher 
Hat ſet Sophernes free. So this aſſaſſin 
& ohall kindle new rebellions in your empire. | 
m_ ** flagrant crimes demand immediate 

eatn. 

Aft. Let it be ſo. The king is wiſe and juſt. 
Phra, She ball this inſtant bleed, Audacious woman |! 
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Al. Let her endure the thameful pomp of death, 

Expoſe. her through the city's public. ſtreet. ; 

So ſhe Il your people's ſhouts extol your juſtice; ; 
So ſhall you ſtrike your enemies with. fear, 

And awe: them to ſubjection. Bring her forth; 
Here let her bleed, ev 'n on this holy ground, 
Before the preſence ; Jowe delights in juſtice, 
'Fhe righteous facrifice-ſhall pleaſe the gods. 


Enter Orbaſius, Magi, Attendants. 1 
Phra. Come from the crowd, O- bafi dus: hear and oben : 

Haſte to the priſon, and bring forth that woman 
(Wha freed Sophernes from the hand of power) 

To public juſtice. She thall bleed before me. 0 

Let her be Hed a public ſpectacle. Ne 
Diſpatch. Remember that the king . you. Y 
[Exit Orbaſiu} A 
The ſhield of heaven has turn'd deſtruction from us; 
And gratitude requires our thanks and praiſe. 4 

Call up the prieſts. Begin the ſagred rites. 1 
1% Mag. Turn all your eyes to yon bright arch if 9 
heaven. 1 

24 Mag. When Jove in thunder threatens impious men 
May the red lightnings ſcatter Media's foes, 3 
And lay their cities defolate and waſte ! =— 
1// Mag. May the vaſt globe of inexhauſted light, | 2 
That rolls its living fires from eaſt to weſt, 1 
Strow all his paths with fragrant herbs and flowers, 
And bleſs his people with perpetual ſpring! 3 
2d Mag. Nay the bright lamp of night, the filre 


moon, 
And all the ſtarry myriad that attend her, 
Guard and defend his midnight couch from dangers! 
% Mag. May ever living ſprings ſupply our fountains if 
And wind 1n fertile rivers through the land! 7 
24 Mag. Bleſs him, ye winds, with ever proſp'rou! nl 


gales! Hut 
1% Mag. Pour not your wrath in tempeſts on his WF - 
people. wy 


Let your ſweet breath chaſe dearth and peſtilence, 
And cool our ſummers with eternal health! 


Ante 


— 
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h, Zuter Orbaſius, with Cylene, as led to execution. 


n 


| \. [Orbaſws talks apart to the king. 


Phra. Again we muſt defer the ſolemn worſhip. 

Ji the proceſſion move towards the temple : 

nd let th' offender ſtand before the preſence. [To Orb. 
Ali. Sophernes has expos'd me to this woman; 
Ind while ſhe lives, I live in fear and ſhame. _ 
$21! ſhe then triumph in a queen's diſgrace? [Afide. 
cyl. Mot gracious king, conſider my tranſgreſſion. 
1 [ Kneels. 
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iy life is forfeit ; juſtice has condemn'd me. 

broke th' inviolable laws of Media. 

et let Phraor tes with impartial ſcale 

oeigh my offence; he'll find my crime was virtue. 

Pure heaven that tries the heart, will pardon me: 
nd kings, who imitate the gods in juſtice, 

1S ; Should not forfake them in the paths of mercy. 
Phra. Have not thy lying lips deceiv'd the king? 

ow ſhall thy words. find faith! They're air, they're 
nothing! „ 

© Cy/. Obe not raffi in judgment! Hear me ſpeak. 

hat mov'd my tongue to practiſe this deceit ? 

Vas it ambition and the luſt of power? 

Vas it to vex your empire with rebellion? 

ast i: the meaner views of ſordid gain? 

Vas it to hurt the loweſt of your people? 

ill my offence is faithful love and duty: 

opbernes is my huſband, and ] ſay'd him. 


2 


I 


ilyer 4 Phra. Thy huſband ! 

Al. Hear her not: woman, away. 
Remember you have ſworn. =” 
Phra. Thy huſband, fay'tt thou? | 
Aſt. Think on your oath, and ſpurn diſſimulation. 
Phra. Am ] debarr'd the chief delight of kings? 
glave I the power to puniſh; not to pardon ? 

Hut | have ſworn. == 4 

| Cyl.” If there's no room for mercy Ri ſes. 
ly life is well beltow'd My death is glorious; 

cho'e it; and repine not at my fate. 

A. Turn from her. Liſten not to fraud and guile. 
.. Think not I ſhudder at th' approach of death; 
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That the keen ſword, which glitters in my eyes, 
Makes my heart fail, and finks me to deſpair. 
I fear net for myſelf ; for him | fear. 
How will he bear my death ?—As I could his. 0 
Phra. Why have I bound the tender hands of mercy! 
1 [Muſs il 
Al. You but delay. The royal oath is ſacred, 
l.. Well then. Lead on. His puniſhinent is mine, 
Live, live, Sophernes, and forget Cylene ; = 
Leſt grief deſtroy thy peace, and make thee wretched, 
Pm ready. | 2 
Phra. How ſhall I pronounce the ſentence ! 
Af. For your oath's ſake. 
Phra, "Tis granted. Let her die. 
But let me firſt perform my due devotions, 
To beg that mercy which I muſt refule. 
As ſoon as I have paid my ſolemn vows, | 
I'll make the ſign : then let the blow be given. 
See all be ready. Now renew the rites. 


Enter Hydarnes, diſguis d. 
Hyd. Thus far I'm undiſcover'd.—Now's my time. F 
The king of Media's given into my hands. 4 

And when he leaves his guards to truſt the gods, 

Ev'n while he proſtrate falls, and lifts bis eyes 

To the bright god of day, th' all-ſeeing ſun, 

This ſhall diſpatch him firſt, and then Hydarnes. . 
1/: Mag. Now let the king advance. 7 
Phra. O glorious ſun! | [ly - 

[Hydarnes attempiing to fab Phraortes, is fab'dby i 
Sophernes, diſguis' d, who is ſeiæ d by the May 

What means this conſternation in all eyes ? "0 

Whence this alarm, and all this wild diſorder ? 

Hah! who lies here thus weltring in his blood, 

Gaſping for life ? what means this horrid mnrder ? | 

Strike not till I command, [To the Executioner.] Wo 

did this deed ? 55 
1 Mag. Behold the man. What bounty can re- 
ward him ? | | 

What ſhall be done for him who ſav'd the king? 
Phra. Say who, and whence thou art? 
Soph. A wietched man | 
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Who comes to take his ſentence on him, death. 
Ws $ophernes was condemn'd ; *tis he muſt ſuffer. 
Spare then that pattern of heroic virtue. 
he ſentence is not her's ; I claim my right. 

ET $:phernes ſtands before you, and,demands it. 


2 © | [Eros off his diſguiſe. 


91. O ſtay not for the ſignal. Give the blow, 
Save him, ye gods! Why is the ſtroke delay'd ? 
The king has ſworn. O may my death preſerve him! 
Phra Suſpend her ſentence till my further orders. 
Why hait thou ſtain'd this holy place with blood? 
Soph. That villain who lies groveling there before rh ee, 

Had rais'd his arm to take thy life, O king; 

And as the point deſcended, in the moment 

I laid him low; and heaven has done me * 

If favour ſhall reward me for this deed, 

Spare my Cylene, grant her your protection. 

I aſk not life, for without her *tis nothing. | 
Aft. Where will this end? How are my ſchemes 

deſtroy'd! | | 

| Fear chills my heart, and guilt lies heavy on me. 

Leave me not, hell ! deſert got now thy cauſe 

Tve gone too far. O blind the eyes of juſtice! 

And fink me not in ruin and perdition. [ {/:de. 
Phra. Know you this bold aſſaſſin? View him well. 
Hyd. Ay, gaze upon me. 

_ Grba, Sure I've ſeen this man. | 
Soph. Among the crowd I markd thisperjur'd wretch, 

Who charg'd me with ingratitude and treaſon : 

With fury in his looks, and haſty ſtrides 

He ſtept before me; ſtrait he rais'd his dagger: 

In juſtice to myſelf and thee, I ſmote him. 
Aft. Where ſhall I hide me? how my fears diſtract me! 

Who knows the torment of the guilty wretch, 

When accuſation ſtares him in the face? 

Then all our ſpirits fink into deſp-ir, 

; And when we want moſt ſtrength, then moſt it fails us. 

| - ſpeaks, and Pm betray'd. Why err'd the dagger! 

o bring confuſion, ſhame, and death upon me. 

W here ſhall I fly ? — for conſcience will detect me, 

Fa faulter on my tongue, and ſtain my cheek, 

ol. III. D O horror! 
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Who 


Who flew this man? what mov'd thee to the murder? 


n 
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O horror! O diſgrace !—I fly from ſhame. © [Ex 

Soph. T was T that gave thee death. - = 

Hyd. Thou haſt done juſtice. : 

Phra. What ſay'ſt thou? ſpeak again. 

Hyd. He has done juſtice. bo  F 
J barb'rouſly accus'd him of my crimes ; = 

That guilt upbraids me; and Taſk forgiveneſs. [To Soph, 
_ Phra. Whence art thou ?—why this zealous rage | 
againſt me? 1 
Fd. | grieve not that I periſh'd by his hand; 
But that he diſappointed my revenge, 
I can't forgive him. Had he ſtay'd 'till then, 
Hydarnes had fall'n greatly. But that's paſt. 1 
Still I ſhall wound thee in the tendereſt part, 2 
| N [Zo Phraortes, 8 
T faint. O grant me ſtrength to give it utterance! 3 
Draw near, Araxes. Speak, inform the king; 
Did not you guide me to the queen's apartment? 
| You know why J was call'd. Diſcloſe the ſecret. 

Ara. What paſt I know not. 

Hyd. What you fear to own, 

I dare reveal: hear then a dying man. 

The queen, on promiſe of iny life and pardon, 
Prevail'd upon me to accuſe this prince: | 
T knew him not; yet, to purlue thy life, 

And gratify revenge, I undertook it. 

Phra. It is impoſſible. Advance, my queen, 
And let thy preſence ſtrike him with'con:ufion. - 
Come forth, Aſtarbe. Hah! the's fled; the's guilty! BW MI. 
Haſte, bring her back. I wil! extort confeſſion. __ 
What mov'd her to this perjur'd information? == T: 

ve | e Officers. 3 Le 
Whence ſprung this hate and malice to Sophbernes? 
| | [To Hydarnes. 

Hyd. Aſk her. Iſpeak the truth, and know no further. 
Look on me, tyrant, and obſerve my features; 1 
Seeſt thou not here the lines of brave Lyſamnes? 
He by thy power was led to ſhainetul death, = 
His ſon now dies, and never has reveng'd him. [Dies Wl 


Enter Aſtarbe. brought in by Officers. 
Aſt. Bring me before the king. 


— — 


Pbra. 


The EES. 5 

6 Phra, Perfidious woman! | ; 

look on that wretch, who there lies pale and cold 

Was he not brought in private to your chamber? 

XZ Who gave inſtructions to accuſe Sophernes f 

Wo promis'd life and pardon to Hydarnes? 

5 Aft. All then is loſt. AParbe is betray'd. 

FX But ſhall I ſtoop to lead a ite of ſhame? 

No. This ſhall cloſe a ſcene of long remorſe. | 

= | f 4 Stahbs her ef. | 

Phra. Aſiarbe] hold! 3 

Aſt. Forgive me! | | [Dies. 

by Phra. Her toul treachery | | 

My ſoul deteſts. But love will force a tear. 

What moy'd her hatred thus againſt your life? 

= vob. She was unhappy. Let her be forgot. 

Phra, Draw near, Cylene. May heav'n bleſs your loves! 
Rs [ Gives her to Sophernes. 

== Cy. Shall he then live? My heart o'erflows with joy.” 

Nou life is worth accepting, worth deſiring, 5 

Worth ev'ry wiſh, and ev'ry daily prayer. 

= Phra. By you the royal veſtment ſhall be worn, 

And, next the king, all honour ſhall be paid 

Io you who ſav'd him. [To Sopternes. 

= Sh. What I did was due; 1 

Yve only paid a debt of gratitude: 

| What would your bounty more? - you've given meal] : 

For in theſe arms I ev'ry with poſſeſs. | 

= Pra. Life is a voyage, and we with pain and Jabout 

Muuſt weather many a ſtorm, to reach the port. 

Soph. Since *tis not given to mortals to diſcern 

Their real good and ill; let men learn patience ; 

Poet us the toils of ad ver ſe fate ſuſtain, 

For through that rugged road our hopes we gain. 


— —-— 
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EPILOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. OLprizLD. 


CH ALL authors teaze the town with tragic paſſion ; 
When we've more modern moral things in faſhion © 
Let poets quite exhauſt the Muſe's treaſure 
Sure maſquerades muſt give more feeling pleaſure, 
Where we meet finer ſenſe and better meaſure ; 
The marry'd dame, whoſe buſineſs muſt be done, 
Puts on the holy weſtments of a nun; 
And brings her unprolific ſpouſe a ſon. 
Coquettes, with whom no lower could ſucceed, - 
Here pay off all arrears, and love in—deed : 
Ewv'n conſcieus prudes are ſo fincere and free, 
They aſk each man they meet—Do you know me? 
Do not our Operas unbend the mind, | 
Where ewry ſoul's to ecſtaſy refin' d? 
Entranc'd with ſound fits each ſeraphic toaſt : 
Al ladies love the play that moves the moſt. 
Ewv'nin this houſe Pee known ſome tender Fair, 
| Touch'dwith mere ſenſe alone, confeſs a tear. 
But the ſoft voice of an Italian Wether, 
Makes them all languiſb three whole hours together. 
And where's the wonder ? Plays, like Maſs, are ſung, 
(Religious Drama !)—in an unknown tongue. 
Will Poets ne&er confider what they coft us? 
What tragedy can take, like Doctor Fauſtus? 
T wo ftages in this moral ſhow excell, 
To frighten vicious youth with ſcenes of hell; 
Yet both theſe Fauſtuſes can warn but few. 
For what's a conj*rer's fate to me or—you ? 
Yet there are wives who think heav'n worth their cart; 
But firſt they kindly ſend their ſpouſes there. 
When you my lover's laſt diſtreſs behold, | 
Does not each huſband's thrilling blood run cold? 
Some heroes only die. —Ours finds a wife. 
What's harder than captivity for life? | 
Yet Men, ne er warn'd, flill court their own undaing : 
Hho, for that circle, would but venture ruin? ur 
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| INTRODUCTION. 


* 


BEG GAR, PLAYER. 


BE GGAR. 


F poverty be a title to poetry, I am 
2 £ I ſure no body can diſpute mine. I 
K K OWN myſelf of the Company of Beg- 
1 | gars; and I make one at their weekly 
ſeſtivals at Sr. Giles's, I have a ſmall yearly ſa- 
= lary for my catches, and am welcome to a dinner 
there whenever I pleaſe, which is more than moſt 
W poets can ſay, | 


D 4 Player. 


INTRODUCTION. 


Player. As we live by the Muſes, it is but 
gratitude in us to encourage poetical merit 
wherever we find it, The Muſes, contrary to | 
all other ladies, pay no diſtindion to dreſs, and | 
never partially miſtake the pertneſs of embroi- 
dery for wit, nor the modeſty of want for dulneſs. 
Be the author who he will, we puſh his play as | 
far as it will go. So (though you are in want) I | 


wiſh you ſucceſs heartily. 


Beggar. This piece I own was originally writ 
for the celebrating the marriage of James Chan- i 


ter and Moll Lay, two moſt excellent ballad- 
fingers. I have introduced the fimilies that are 
in al! your celebrated opera's: The Swallow, 
the Moth, the Bee, the Ship, the Flower, &c, 
Beſides I have a prifon ſcene, which the ladies al- 


ways reckon charmingly pathetic. As to the i 


parts, I have obſerved ſuch a nice impartiality to 


Gur two ladies, that it is impoſſible tor either of | 


them to take offence. I hope I may be forgiven, 
that J have not made my opera throughout unna- 
tural, like thoſe in vogue; for I have no recita- 
tive; excepting this, as I have conſented to have 
neither Prologue nor Epilogue, it muſt be allou— 
ed an opera in all its forms. The piece indeed 
hath been heretofore frequently repreſented by 


ourſelves in our great room at St. Giles's, ſo that 
| | I cannot 
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INTRODUCTION. 


T cannot too often acknowledge your charity in 
bringing it now on the ſtage. 


Player. But I ſe it is time for us to withdraw ; 
the Actors are preparing to begin. Play away the 
overture. |  [Exeunt. 


D 5 Dramatis 


& 


Peachum, 

Lockit, 

Macheath, 
. 
Jemmy Twitcher, ' 
Crook finger d jack, 
Wat. Dreary, 
Robin of Bagſhot, 
Nimming Ned, 
Harry Paddington, 


| 


Dramatis Perſons. 


M E N. 


Mr. Hull. 
Mr. Walzer. 
Mr. Clark: 0 
Mr. H. Bullock, 
Mr. Houghton. 
Mr. Smith. 
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r Macheath's Gang, 


Mat. of the Mint, 
Ben Budge, 
Beggur, 

Player, 


Conſtables, Drawers, Turnkey, &c. 


WOMEN. 

Mrs. Peachum, Mrs. Marten. 
Polly Peachum, Miſs Fenton. 
Lucy Lockit, Mrs. Egleton, 
Diana T rapes, Mrs. Marten. 
Mrs. Coaxer, Mrs. Holiday. 
Dolly 'Trull, Mrs. Lacy. 
Mrs. Vixen, | Mrs. Rice. 

Betty Doxy, | Mrs. Rogers. 
Jenny Diver, | r MI of the Town, 3 a, a 


Mrs. Slammekin, 
Suky Tawdry, 
Molly Brazen, J 


a 


2 öl 


Mr. Lacy. 
Mr. Pitt. 
Mr. Zaton. 
Mr. Spiller. 
(Mr. Morgan. 
Mr. Chapman. 

Mr. Mileward. | 


Mrs Morgan. 
Mrs. Palin. 
Mrs. Salle. 


THE 


HER A . SEEN N72. . K r rt e f 


EEC 
3 eee eee 
1 See e .d . t e 


4 


25 


THR 


BEGGAR' OPERA. 


— 


AS I. 
SCE NE I. Peachum's Houſe. 


2 
= 4 | Peachum J 'tting at a table, with a large book of ac- 
mm | counts before him. 
AIR I. An old woman! eloathed in grey. 
NN H R OUGH all the employments 0, of life 
oy XxX Lach neighbour abuſes his brother ; 
780 Whore and rogue they call huſband and wife : 
en. All profeſſions he- rogue one another. 
n. NN The prieft calls. the lawyer a cheat, 
fon. The lawyer be-knaves the nag 
ten. ' And: the flateſman, berauſe he's fo great, 
tay. Thinks his trade as honeft as mine. 
b Ah wyer is an honeſt employment, ſo is mine. Like 
1 nie too he acts in a 1 capacity. both againſt 
* | Togues and for 'em; for *tis but fitting that we ſhould 
= | protect and encourage cheats, ſince we live by ein. 
2 
. SCENE IL 
Enter Filch. 
IE Filch, Sir, black Il hath ſent word her trial comes 


on 1n the afternoon, and ſhe hopes you will order mat 
tels ſo as to bring her off. | 
Peach, 


—— —————— ins GIA L——¶ö ⅞L i — 
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Peach. Why, ſhe may plead her belly at worſt ; to 
my knowledge ſhe hath taken care of that ſecurity, 
But as the wench is very active and induſtrious, you 
may ſatisfy her that I'll ſoften the evidence. 
Filch. Tom Gagg, Sir, is found guilty. 
Peach. A lazy dog! When I took him the time be-. 
fore, 1 told him what he would come to if he did not 
mend his hand. This is death without reprieve. I 
may venture to book him. [writes] for Tom Gagg, forty 
pounds Let Betty Sly know that I'll fave her from tranſ- 
portation, for I can get inore by her ſtaying in England. 
Filth. Betty hath brought more goods into our lock 
this year than any five oi the gang; and in truth, *tis il 
pity to loſe ſo good a cuſtomer. 1 
Peach. If none of the gang takes her off, ſhe may, 
in the common courſe of buſineſs, live a twelve- month 
longer. I love to let women ' ſcape. A good ſportſman 
always lets the hen-partridges fly, becaufe the breed of 
the game depends upon them. Beſides, here the law 
allows us no reward: there is nothing to be got by the 
death of women except dur wives. 
; Filch. Without diſpute, the is a fine woman! Twas 
to her I was obliged for my education, (to ſay a bold 
word) the hath trained up more young fellows to the 
buſineſs, than the gaming-table. | | 
Peach. Truly, Filch, thy obſervation is right. We 
and the ſurgeons are more beholden to women, than 
all the profeſſions beſides. | | | 


AIR II. The bonny grey-ey'd morn, &c. 


Filch. 'Tis woman that ſeduces all mankind, 
By her we fir ft were taught the wheedling arts: 
Her wery eyes can cheat, when moſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our money with our hearts : 
For her, like wwolves, by night we roam for prey, 
And pra vice every fraud to bribe her charms ; 
For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 
And beauty muſt be fee'd into our arms. 


\ 


Peach, But make haſte to Newgate, boy, and let 
my friends know what I intend ; for I love to make 
them eaſy one way or other. nat 
8 | . rich. 


ris: 


: | a piece of broad-cloth. 


WW penitence may break his ſpirit ever after. 


do longer upon his good behaviour. 
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Filch. When a gentleman is long kept in ſuſpenſe, 
Beſides, cer- 
tainty gives a man a good air upon his trial, and makes 


W him riſque another without fear or ſcruple. But Pll 
I away, for it's a pleaſure to be the meſſenger of comfort 


to friends in affliction. 


SCENE ML 


Peachum. 


76 But 'tis now high time to look about me for a decent 
execution againſt next ſeſſions. 


8 


vhom one can get nothing till he's hang'd. A regiſter 


] hate a lazy rogue, by 


of the gang, [reading] Crook-finger'd Fack. A year 
and a half in the ſervice; let me ſee how much the 
ſtock owes to his induſtry; one, two, three, four, five 
gold watches, and ſeven filver ones. A mighty clean 
handed fellow ! Sixteen ſnuff-boxes, five of them of true 
old. Six dozen of handkerchtefs, four filver-hilted 
words, half a dozen of ſhirts, three tye perriwigs, and 
Coniidering theſe are only 
the fruits of his leiſure hours, I don't know a prettier 
fellow, for no man alive hath a more engaging preſence 


Y of mind upon the road. Mat Dreary, alias Brown Will, 


an irregular dog, who hath an underhand way of diſ- 
poſing of his goods. T'll try him only for a ſeſſions or 
Harry Padding- 
ton, a poor petty larceny raſcal, without the leaſt ge- 
nius ; that fellow, though he were to live theſe ſix 
months, will never come to the gallows with any cre- 


dit. Slippery Sam; he goes off the next ſeſſions, for 
the villain hath the impudence to have views of fol- 


lowing his trade as a taylor, which he calls an honeſt 
employment. Mat of the Mint, liſted not above a month 
ago, a promiſing ſturdy fellow, and diligent in his way, 
ſomewhat too bold and haſty, and may raiſe good con- 
tributions on the publick, if he does not cut himſelf 
ſhort by murder. Tom Tipple, a guzzling, ſoaking fot, 
who is always toe drunk to ſtand himſelf, or to make 
others ſtand. A cart is abſolutely neceſſary for him. 
Robin of Bag ſhot, alias Gorgan, alias Bluff Bob, allas 
Garbuncle, alias Bob Booty. | 

| SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. 


Mrs. Peach. What of Bob Booty, Huſband? I hope 
nothing bad hath betided him? You know, my dear, 
he's a favourite cuſtomer of mine. Twas he made me 
a preſent of this ring. | 
Peach. I have ſet his name down in the black litt, 
that's all, my dear; he ſpends bis life among women; 
and as ſoon as his money is gone, one or other of the 

ladies will hang him for the reward, and there's forty # 
pounds loſt to us for ever: +, 

| Mrs. Peach. You know, my dear, I never meddle in 
matters of death; I always leave thoſe affairs to you: 
women indeed are bitter bad judges in theſe caſes, for 
they are ſo partial to the brave that they think every man 
handſome who is going to the camp or the gallows. 


AIR III. Cold and raw, Sf, 


if any wench Venus's girdle wear, 

Though ſbe be never ſo ugly; 5 
Lilies and roſes will quickly appear, 

And her face ok wond'rous ſmuggly © 
Beneath the left ear ſo fit but a cord, 

A rope ſo charming a zane is!) | 
The youth in his cart hath the air of a lord, 

And we cry, there dies an Adonis. 


—_ K to 
2 ——— — 
— —ä—— U —ä 


—— 


— * 


— 


| 
| 
ll. 
8 


But really, huſband, you ſhould not be too hardhearted, I. 
for you never had a finer, braver ſet of men than 2 

preſent. We have not had a murder among them all ha 
theſe ſeyen months. And truly, my dear, that is 1 m 
great bleſſing. 5 ar 

Peach. What a dickens is the woman always a whim- W 

pering about murder for? No gentleman is ever look'd w. 
upon the worſe fer killing a man in his own defence; n 


and if buſineſs cannot be carried on without it, what 

would you have a gentleman do? | | 
Mrs. Peach. If lam in the wrong, my dear, you mul 

excuſe me, for nobody can help the frailty of an over 


ſcrupulous conſcience. 
| Peach, 
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= Peach. Murder is as faſhionable a crime as a man can 
Nee guilty of. How many fine gentlemen have we in 
5 ewgate everv year, purely upon that article! II they 
vc wherewithal to perſuade the jury to bring it in 
vanſlaughter, what are they the worſe for it? So, my 
car, have done upon this ſubject Was captain Mac- 
eatb here this morning, for the Bank notes he left with 
ou laſt week? | | 
Mrs. Peach. Yes, my dear, and tho” the bank hath 
Sſopt payment, he was ſo cheatful and to agreeable! ſure 
there's not a finer gentleman upon the road than the 
aptain! If he comes from Bag ſbot at any reaſonable 
hour, he hath promiſed to make ore this evening with 
Ply and me, and Bob Booty, at a party of Quadrille, 
Pray, my dear, is the captain rich? EM 
Peach. The captain keeps too good company ever to 
crow rich. Marybone and the chocolate-houſes are his 
WY undoing. The man that propoſes to get morey by play 
8 ſhould have the education of a fine gentiemau, and be 
trained up to it trom his youth. | 
Mrs. Peach. Really, I am ſorry upon. Polly's account 
the captain hath not more diſcretion. What buſineſs 
IF hath he to keep company with lords and gentlemen ? 
he ſhould leave them to prev upon one another. 
= Peach. Upon Pully*s account! what a plague does the 
woman mean? Upon Peoliy's account! 

Mrs Peach. Captain Macheath is very fond of the girl. 
Peach. And what then? | | | 
Mrs. Peach Tf I have any ſkill in the ways of women, 
T am fure Polly thinks him a very pretty man. 
Peach. And what then? You would not be ſo mad to 

have the wench marry him! Ganeſfters and highway- 
| men are generally very good to their whores, but they 
ate very devils to their wives. 5 

Mrs. Peach, But if Polly ſhould be in love, how ſhould 
we help her, or how can ſhe help herſelf? Poor girl, I 
m under the utmoſt concern about her. 


AIR IV. Why is your faithful Slave diſdain'd ? c. 


If lxve the wirgin's heart invade, 
How, like a moth, the fimple maid 


Stit] 
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Still plays about the flame] 
If ſoon ſhe be not made a wife, | 
Her honour*s fing'd, and then for life 


She's ———what I dare not name. 


Peach. Look ye, wife, a handſome wench in our wy 
of buſineſs is as profitable as at the bar of a Teny| 
coffee-houſe, who looks upon it as her livelihood t 
grant every liberty but one. You ſee I would induly 
the girl as far as prudenily we can, in any thing, bu 
marriage! after that, my dear, how ſhall we be ſafe 
Are we not then in her huſband's power: for a huſba 
hath the abſolute power over all a wife's ſecrets but e 
own. If the girl had the diſcretion of a court lach 
who can have a dozen young fellows at her eat wit“ 
out complying with one, I ſhould not matter it; bu 
Polly is tinder, and a ſpark will at once ſet. her ou 
flame. Married! if the wench does not know her oa 
profit, ſure ſhe knows her own pleaſure better than u 
make herſelf a property! My daughter to me ſhould b 
like a court lady to a miniſter of ftate, a key to th 


PI! terrify her from it, by the example of our neighbours 
Mrs. Peach, May hap, my dear, you may injure th 
girl. She loves to imitate the fine ladies, and ſhe ny 
only allow the captain liberties in the view of intereſt. 
Peach. But tis your duty, to warn the girl againſt hal 
ruin, and to inſtrut her how to make the moiſt of he 
beauty. Il go to her this moment, and ſift her. In th 
mean time, wife, rip out the coronets and marks 
theſe dozen of cambric handkerchiefs, for I can diſpok 9 
of them this afternoon to a chap in the city. 4 


SCTENE TY. 
Mrs. P-achum. 


— 


Never was a man more out of the way in an argument 
than my huſband! why muit our Polly, ſorſooth, diff 
froi;, her ſex, and love only her hufband? And win 
mu, *olly's marriage, contrary to ail ob ſervation, make 
he lie iefs followed by other men ? All men are thieves 
in jvye, and like a woman the better for being another 


TOPEL'Y, | N 
* AIR 
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AIR V. Of all the ſimple things we do, Oc, 


A maid is like the golden ore, 
Which hath guineas intrinſical in't, 
Whoſe worth is never known before 
It is try'd and impreſt in the mint. 
A wife's like a guinea in gold, 
Stampt with the name of her ſpuuſe ; 
Now here, now there; is bought or is ſold ; 
And is current in every houſe. 


SCHEMES VL 


| Mrs. Peachum, Filch. 
= Mrs, thous Come hither, Filch. I am as fond of this 


bild as though my mind miſgave me he were my own. 
ee bath as fine a hand at picking a pocket as a woman, 
add is as nimble-finger'd as a juggler. If an unlucky 
eon does not cut the rope of thy life, I pronounce, 
oy, thou wilt be a great man in hiſtory, Where was 
our poſt laſt night, my boy? | 
Filch. 1 ply'd at the opera, madam ; and conſidering 
twas neither dark nor rainy, ſo that there was no great 
zurry in getting chairs and coaches, made a tolerable 
band on't. Theſe ſeven handkerchiefs, madam. 
Mrs. Peach. Colour'd ones, I ſee. They are of ſure 
ale from our warehouſe at Redri among the ſeamen, 
Filch. And this ſnuff-box. | : 
Mrs. Peach. Set in gold! A pretty encouragement this 
o a young beginner. | 

Filch. I had a rare tug at a charming gold watch. 
Pex take the taylors for making the fobs ſo deep and 
narrow! It ſtuck by the way, and | was forced to make 
iy eſcape under a coach. Really, madam, I fear I 
hall be cut off in the flower ot my youth, ſo that every 
ow and then (fince I was pumpt) I have thoughts of 
aking up and going to ſea. —— 

Mrs. Peach. You ſhould go to Hockley in the Hole, and 
o Marybone, child, to learn valour. Theſe are the 
chools that have bred up ſo many brave men. Mhonght, 
oy, by this time, thou hadſt loſt fear as wel! as ſhame. . 
or lad! how little does he know as yet of the Old Bai- 
ey! For the firſt fact Ill inture thee from being hang'd ; 

| | and 
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and going to ſea, Filch, will come time enough upon 
ſentence of tranſportation. But now, ſince you har 
nothing better to do, ev'n go to your book, and lea 
your catechiſm; for really a nian urækes but an ili figur 
in the Ordinary's Paper, who cannot give a ſatis facto 
anſwer to his queſtions. But, hark you, my lad, don 
tell me a lye.; for you know I hate a lyar. Do ya 
know of any thing that hath paſt between captain Ma. 
heath and our Polly. 2 = 
Filcb. I beg you, madam, don't aſk me; for I mu 
either tell a lie to you or to Miſs Polly, for I promis 
her [ would not tell. _ 
Mrs. Peach. But when the honour of our family! 
concern'd ; £1 2 
Filch. I ſhall lead a fad life with Miſs Polly, if es 
ſhe come to know that I told you. Beſides, I would % 
willingly forfeit my own honour by betraying any body. 
Mrs. Peach. Yonder comes my huſband and Phi 
Come, Filch, you ſhail go with me into my own ron 
and tell me the whole ſtory. I'll give thee a glaſs of 
molt delicious cordial that I keep for my own drinking 


SCENE vll. 


Peachum, Polly. 


Polly. I know as well as any of the fine ladies how 
make the moſt of myſelf and of my man too. A wil 
man knows how to be mercenary, though ſhe hath n+ 
ver been in a court or at an aſſembly. We have it 
our natures, Papa. If I allow captain Macheath ſont 
trifling liberties, I have this watch and other vii 
marks of his favour to ſhow for it. A girl who canndg 
grant foine things, and refuſe what is moſt materia, 
will make but a poor hand of her beauty, and ſoon x 
thrown upon the common. 


AIR. VI. What ſhall I do to ſhow how much I lol 
her, Tc. | 
. Virgins are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground ; 
Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy butterflies frolick around : 
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Hut when once pluck'd tis no longer alluring, 


* Toy Covent Garden 't is ſent (as yet ſaveet,) 
| lean There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 
four Rots, ftinks, and dies, and is trod under feet. 


Peach. You know, Polly, I am not againft your toying 
don trifling with a cuſtomer in the way of buſineſs, or 
et out a ſecret, or ſo. But if I find out that you 
ve play'd the foul and are married, you jade you, 


SE II. 


Peachum, Polly, Mrs. Peachum. 
AIR VII. Oh London is a fine town. 


x 
5 IJ + 
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* 
1 


if era 
11d an Mrs. Peachum in a very great paſſion. 
boch. r Polly is a ſad ſlut ! nor beeds what we bave 


taught her, i 

wonder any man alive will ever rear a daughter | 

or ſhe muſt have both hoods and gowns, and hoops ts 
favell ber pride, | 

ith ſcarfs and ſtays, and gloves and lace ; and ſhe'll 
have man beſide ; 

nd when ſhe's dreſt with care and coſt, all-tempting 
fine and gay, | 


105 91 s men ſhould ſerve a cucumber, ſhe flings herſelf. away. 
A wo Our Polly is a ſad flut, &c. 
1th ne | . , 

on 11 ou baggage ! you huſſy! you inconſiderate jade! had 
5 ſom u been hang'd it would not have vex'd me, for 
vi ef might have been your misfortune ; but to do ſuch 


canno mad thing by choice! the wench is married, huſband. 
terial Peach. Married! the captain i: a bold man, and will 
don que any thing for money; to be ſure he believes her 
= fortune. Do you think your mother and I ſhould 
ve lived comfortably ſo long together, if ever we had 
logen married, baggage ? | 

pw the wench has play'd the fool and married, be- 
wſe forſooth ſhe would do like the gentry. Can you 
pport the expence of a huſband, huſly, in gaming, 
inking, and whoring? Have you money enough to 


Bit carry 


| cut your throat, huſſy. Now you know my mind, 


Mrs. Peach. I knew ſhe was always a proud ſlut ; and 


L 
: 
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carry on the daily quarrels of a man and wife about 
who ſhall ſquander moſt? There are not many hut. | 
bands and wives, who can bear the charges of plaguins 
one another in a handſome way. If you mutt be mar. 
ried, could you introduce nobody into our family but: 
highwayman ? Why, thou fooliſh jade, thou wilt be u 
ill uſed, and as much neglected, as if thou hadit mar. 
ried a lord! | E: 
Peach. Let not your anger, my dear, break through Þ* 
the rules of decency, for the captain looks upon hin-! 
ſelf in the military capacity, as a gentleman by hi |} 
profeſſion. Beſides what he hath already, I know be? 
is in a fair way of getting, or of dying: and both theſe? 
ways, let me tell you, are moſt excellent chances fort 
wife. Tell me, huſſy, are you ruined or no? 5 
Mrs. Peach. With Polly's fortune the might ven? 
well have gone off to a perſon of diſtinction. Yes, that 
you _ you pouting ſlut! WE 
Peach. What, is the wench dumb? Speak, or I 
make you plead by ſqueezing out an anſwer from you 
Are you really bound wife to him, or are you only up 
on liking ? 8 Pincbe her. 
hf [ Screamin, Wt 
Mrs. Peach. How the mother is to be picied who 
hath handſome daughters! locks, bolts, bars, and :«c- Wa 
tures of morality are nothing to them: they break 
through them all. They have as much pleaſure in 
cheating a father and mother as in cheating at cards. 
Peach. Why, Polly, I ſhall ſoon know if you are mat: 
ried, by Macheath's keeping from our houſe. 


AIR VIII. Grim king of the ghoſts, &c. 


Polly. Can love be controuPFd by advice 
Will Cupid eur mothers obey ? 
Though my heart were as frozen as ice, 
At his flame *twould have melted away. 
When he kiſt me ſo cloſely be preſt, 
*Tavas ſo ſweet that I muſt have comply d: 
So 1 thought it both ſafeſt and beſt | 
To marry for fear you ſbould chide. 


Mrs. Peach. Then all the hopes of our family at 
gone for ever and ever. | "IP 
; ears 
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Peach. And Macheath may hang his father and mo- 


- Wther-in-law, in hope to get into their daughter's for- 


tune. | 
"Pally I did not marry him (as *tis the faſhion) coolly 


- $ and deliberately for honour or money. But, I love him. 


Mrs. Peach. Love him! worſe and worſe! I thought 


1 the girl had been better bred. O huſband, huſband! 
her folly makes me mad ! my head ſwims ! Pm diſ- 


Itracted! I can't ſupport myſelf 


Oh! [ Faints. 
Peach. See, wench, to what a condition you have 


„reduced your poor mother; a glaſs of cordial, this in- 
tant. How the poor woman takes it to heart! 


bas left! 


[Polly goes out and returns with it. 
Ah, huſſy, now this is the only comfort your mother 


Poly. Give her another glaſs, fir; my mamma drinks 


doubſe the quantity whenever ſhe is out of order. This, 
vou ſee, fetches her. 


Mrs. Peach. The girl ſhews ſuch a readineſs, and fo 


nuch concern, that LI could almoſt find in my heart to 
forgive her. 


ale 


i Nut! 


; 7 AIR IX. O Jenny, O Jenny, where haſt thou been? 


O Polly, you might have toy'd and kit, 
By keeping men off, you keep them on. 


& Polly. But he ſo teaz'd me, 


And he ſo pleas d me, 
What I did, you muſt bave done. 


Mrs. Peach, Not with a highwayman—You ſorry 


Peach. A word with you, wife. Tis no new thing 


for a wench to take man without conſent of parents. 
You know tis the frailty of woman, my dear. 


Mrs. Peach. Yes, indeed, the ſex is frail. But the 
firſt time a woman 1s frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat 
nice methinks, for then or never is the time to make 


ber fortune. After that, ſhe hath nothing to do but 


to guard herſelf from being found out, and ſhe may do 
what the pleaſes. | 


Peach, Make yourſelf a little eaſy : I have a thought 
ſhall ſoon ſet all matters again to rights. Why ſo me- 
lancholy, 
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lancholy, Polly? ſince what is done cannot be undone; 
we muſt endeavour to make the beſt of it. 2 
Mrs. Peach. Well, Polly, as far as one woman cu 
forgive another, I forgive thee—Your father is too 
fond of you, huſſy. mY. =. 
Polly. Then all my ſorrows are at an end. 1 
Mrs. Peach. A mighty likely ſpeech in troth, for il 
wench who is juſt married. - 


AIR X. Thomas, I cannot, c. 
Polly. I /ike a ſhip in ſturms was 10ſt; 

Yet afraid to put in to lan; 
For ſeiz'd in the port the wejel's loft, 
Whoſe treaſure is contreband. 

The wawes are laid, 
My duty's paid, 
O jey beyond expreſſiun? 
Thus, ſafe aſhore, 
aſk no more, 
My all's in my poſſeſſion. 

Peach. I hear cuſtomers in other room, go talk with 
'em, Polly; but come to us again, as ſoon as they are £ 
gone.—But hark ye, child, if. tis the genileman, ab 
was here yeſterday about the repeating- watch, ſay, yu 
believe we can't get intelligence of it, till to-morrow; 
for I lent it to Suky Stradle, to inake a figure with it 
to-night at a tavern in Drury-Lane. If t'other gentle 
man calls for the filver-hilted ſword, you know — : 
brow'd Jemmy hath it on, and he doth not come fron iſ 
Tunbridge till Tueſday night; ſo that it cannot be had 
till then. | 


SCRAWE It © 
Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. 


Peach, Dear wife be a little pacified. Don't let vout 
paſſion run away with your ſenſes. Polly, I-grant you, 
hath done a rat thing. 1 

Mrs. Peach. If ſhe bad only an intrigue with the Nat 
fellow, why the very beſt families have excuſed and 
huddied up a frailty of that fort. *Tis marriage, hut 
band, that makes it a blemiih. _ 

| | Ts each. 


Wer | 
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peach. But money, wife, is the true Fuller's earth 
or reputations, there is not a ſpot or a ſtain but what 
can take out. A rich rogue now- a- days is fit com- 
ny for any gentleman; and the world, my dear, hath 
or {ch a contempt for roguery as you imagine. I tell 
Mou, wife, I can make this match turn to our advan- 


__ 1 Peach. J am very ſenſible, huſband, that —> 
ia Macheath is worth money; but I am in doubt 
ether he hath not two or three wives already; and 
en if he ſhould die in a ſeſſion or two, Polly's dower 
EF ould come into diſpute. 

Peach. That indeed is a point which ought to be 
onſidered. — 

- AIR XI. A ſoldier and a failor. 


A fox may ſteal your hens, fir, 
A whore your bealth and pence, fir, 
Tur daughter rob your cheſt, fir, 
Your with may ſteal your reſt, fir, 

A thief your goods and plate. 
But this is all but picking, 
With reſt, pence, cheſt, and chicken ; 
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vb 72 ever was decreed, fir, 
you Run JU lawyer's hand is feed, fir, 
w; He ſteals your whole eſtate. 


h it 
tle- 
tle- 
om 


had 


he lawyers are bitter enemies to thoſe in our way. 
They don't care that any body ſhould get a clandeſtine 
oelihood but themſelves. 


SCENE x 


Mr. Peachum, Peachum, Polly. 


Polhy. Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in a 
Wavakk window-curtain, a hoop petticoat, a pair of fil- 
Wer candleſticks, a perriwig, and one filk ſtocking, 
Prom the fire that happen'd laſt night, EL; 
= each. There is not a fellow that is cleverer in his 
Fay, and faves more goods out of the fire than Wed. 
vut now, Polly, to your affairs; for matters muſt not 
de leit as they are. You are married then, it ſeems? 
Polly, Yes, fir. | 

Peach. 
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Peach. And how do you propoſe to live, child ? 


Polly. Like other women, fir, upon the induſtry of i 


my huſband. | 3 
Mrs. Peach. What, is the wench turn'd fool? ; - 


highway-man's wife, like a ſoldicr's, hath as little gf 3 0 


his pay, as of his company. foes 7 
Peach. And had not you the common views of: 
gentlewoman in your marriage, Polly ? | 4 
Polly. I don't know what you mean, fir. 
Peach Of a jointure, and of being a widuw. $5 
Polly But I love him, fir : How then could I hae? 
thoughts of paiting with him? | = 
Peach. Parting with him! Why that is the who Wi 
ſcheme and intention of all marriage articles. The 


comfortable eſtate of widowhood, is the only hope 
that keeps up a wite's ſpirits, Where is the wona Wl. 
who would ſcruple to be a wife, if ſhe had it in he 
powe: to be a widow whenever ſhe pleas'd? If y. 
have any views of this fort, Polly, I ſhall think the 


match not ſo very unreaſonable. 

Polly. How I Crean to hear your advice! Yet I mul 
beg you to explain yourſelf, _ 5 

Peach. Secure what he hath got, have him peach 
the next ſeilion, and then at once you are made a rich 
widow. | | 

Polly. What, murder the man I love! The blood 
runs cold at my heart with the very thought of it. 

Peach. Fy, Polly ! what hath murder to do in the 
affair? ſince the thing ſooner or later muſt happen, 
I dare ſay, the captain himſelf would like that we 
ſhould get the reward for his death ſooner than a ſirar 
ger. Why, Polly, the captain knows, that as *tis hi 
employment to rob, ſo 'tis ours to take robbers; eve) 
man in his buſineſs. So that there is no malice in the 
caſe. | 5 

Mrs. Peach. Ay, huſband, now you have nick'd tit 
matter. To have him peach'd is the only thing could 
ever make me forgive her. 


AIR XII. Now ponder well, ye parents dear. 


Polly. Oh ponder well, be not ſevere ; 


So ſave a wretched wife {! 
| | ol 
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Vor on the rope that hangs my dear, Z 

= - Depends poor Polly's Life. 47 
Mrs. Peach. But your duty to your parents, hufſy 
obliges you to hang him. What would many a wife 


2 give for ſuch an opportunity. 5 | 
= Py. What is a jointure, what is widowhood to 
ne! I know my heart, I cannot ſurvive him. 
Aix XIII. Le printemps rapelle aux armes. 
The Turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
0 Her lower tying, | 
De Turtle thus with plaintive crying, 
Laments her doe. 
Down ſhe drops quite ſpent with fighing, 
5 Pair'd in death, as pair'd in love. 
bus, fr, it will happen to your poor Polly. 
Mrs. Peach. What is the fool in love in earneſt then! 
hate thee for being particular: why, wench, thou 
Wart a ſhame to thy very ſex. 1 | 
Po. But hear me, mother.——if you ever loy'd. 
Mrs. Peach. "Thoſe curſed play-books ſhe reads have 
been her ruin. One word more, huſſy, and I ſhall -- 
Wknock your brains out, if yeu have any. 
Peach. Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of miſ- 
chief, and conſider of what is propoſed to you. 
Mrs. Peach, Away, huſſy, hang. your huſband and 
be dutiful. f x 5 | 


SCEME XxX. 
Mrs. Peachum, Peachum. 
RE [ Polly Ii/ftering. 
Mrs. Peach. The thing, huſband, muſt and ſhall be 
one. For the fake of intelligence we muſt take other 


eaſures, and have him peach'd the next ſeſſion with- 


ut her conſent. If ſhe will not know her duty, we 
now ours. | 1 3 


Peach. But really, my. dear, it grieves ones heart 0 

abe off a great man. When I conſider his perſonal 

bravery, his fine ſtratagem, how much we have already 

dot by-him, and how much more we may get, methinks 
Vor. III. Wm _- I. can't 
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I can't find in my heart to have a hand in his death. 
wiſh you could have made Po/ly undertake it. 


Mrs. Peach. But in caſe of neceſſity, our own liv WM 


are in danger. = 


Peach. Then, indeed, we muſt comply with th if 


cuſtoms of the world, and make gratitude give way u 


intereſt He ſhall be taken off. : 
Mrs. Peach. I'll undertake to manage Polly, 
Peach, And PI! prepare matters for the Old Bath, 


SCENE XII. 
Polly. | 


Now, Pm a wretch, indeed—Methinks I ſee him a 


ready in the cart, ſweeter and more lovely than the noſe 5 


gay in his hand! hear the crowd extolling his reſo-- 


lution and intrepidity! What vollies of fighs ar 


ſent from the windows of Holborn, that ſo come) 
youth ſhould be brought to diſgrace II ſee him at th: ® | 


tree — The whole circle are in tears !—-Eyen butcher $ 
weep !—Fack Ketch himſelf heſitates to perform hi 


duty, and would be glad to. loſe his fee, by a reprieve 


What then will become of Polly /—As yet I may i- 


form him of their deſign, and aid him in his eſcape=l: 


ſhall be ſo—But then he flies, abſents himſelf, and I ba 


myſelf from his dear, dear converſation! That too will 
diſtract me— If he keeps out of the way, my Papa and 
Mamma may in time relent, and we may be happy=l 
he ſtays, he is hang'd, and then he is loſt for everl- 
He intended to lie conceal'd in my room, till the duk 
of the evening: if they are abroad, I'll this inſtant | 


him out, leſt ſome accident ſhould prevent him. 
[Exit and retum 


SCENE XII. 


Polly, Macheath. | 
AIR XIV. Pretty Parrot fay———— 
Mack, Pretty Polly, ſay,. | 


W hen I was away, 
Did your fancy never tray, 
To ſome newer laber? 
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Polly. Mitbout diſguiſe, 
Heawing fighs, 
Doating eyes, 
My conſtant heart diſcover. 
Fondly let me lll 
Mach. O pretty, pretty Poll. 


Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my dear? 


Mach. Suſpect my honour, my courage, ſuſpect any : 


thing but my love May my piſtols miſs fire, and my 
mare ſlip her ſhoulder while I am purſu'd, if I ever 


' forſake thee ! bo 


Polly. Nay, my dear, I have no reaſon to doubt you, 
for I find in the romance you lent me, none of the great 
heroes were ever falſe in love. | 


AIR XV. Pray, Fair-one be kind 
Mach. My heart was ſo free, 
; It rov'd like the bee, 
Till Polly my paſſion requited. 
I fipt each flower, 
1 chang*d ev'ry hour, 
But here evry flower is uni tell. 


Polly. Were you ſentenced to tranſportation, ſure, my 


dear, you could not leave ine behind you—could you? 


Mach. Is there any power, any force that could tear 


me from thee ? You might ſooner tear a penſion out of 
the hands of a courtier, a fee from a lawyer, a pretty 
"0nan from a looking-glaſs or any wolln from Pugs 
drill. But to tear me from thee is impoſſible ! I 


AIR XVI. Over the hills and far away 


Were I laid on Greenland's coaſt, 
And in my arms enibruc d my laſs; 
Il arm amidf? eternal fro/t, 
70 ſoon the half year's night opc paſs, 
Polly. Mere I fold on Indian ſoil, | | 
don as the burning day was clos d, 
4 could mock the ſultry teil, 
it ven on my Charmes breaft reo. by: 
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And I would love you all the day, 
Every night would kiſs and play, 
Tf with me you'd fondly ſtray 
Over the hills and far away. : ; 
Ves, I would go with thee. But oh !—how ſhall ] 7 z 
ſpeak it? I muſt be torn from thee. We muſt part. 


Mach. How ! Part! | | 5 
Polly. We muſt, we muſt-—My Papa and Mamma are 
ſet againſt thy life. They now, ev'n now are in ſearct un 
after thee. They are preparing evidence againſt thee, 
Thy life depends upon a moment. 1 


AIR XVII. Gin thou wert mine awn thing. 


O what pain it is to part! : 
Can ] leave thee, can ] leave thee! 
O what pain it is to part! 
Can thy Polly ever leave thee ? 
But left death my love ſhould thwart, 
And bring thee to the fatal cart, 
Thus I tear thee from my bleeding heart |! 
Fly hence, and let me leave thee. 


One kiſs and then—one kiſs, begone—farewell. 
Mach. My hand, my heart, my dear, is ſo rivetted 
to thine, that I cannot unloofe my hold. 

Polly. But my Papa may intercept thee, and then! 
ſhould loſe the very glimmering of hope, A few weeks, 
perhaps, may reconcile us all. Shall thy Polly heat 
from thee ? | | | 

Mach. Muſt IT then go? 

Polly. And will not abſence change your love? 

Mach. If you doubt it let me ſtay—and be hangd. 

Polly. Oh, how | fear! How I tremble !—Go—but 
avhen ſafety will give you leave, you will be ſure to ſet 
we again; for till then Polly is wretched. 


AIR XVIII. O the broom, Oc. 
Mach. The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees, 
5 Which he's eblig*d to pay, 
x With ſighs reſigns it by degrees, 
* And fears tis gone for aye. 


: The BEGGAR's OPERA. 5 
WE Polly. The bey, thus, when his Jparigw's flown, 
= | The bird in filence eyes; © | 
But ſoon as out of fight "tis gone, 
Whines, whimpers, ſobs, and cries. 
[Parting and looking at each other with fondneſs 
TE he at one door, ſhe at the other. 


Ac” n 


= SCENETI. A tavern near Newgate. 
ET ſemny Twitcher, Crook-finger?d Jack, Wat Dreary, 
Robin of Bagſhot, Nimming Ned, Henry Padington, 
Matt of the Mint, Ben Budge, and the reſt of the 
gang, at the table, with wine, brandy and tobacco. 


Ben. JD UT prithee, Matt, what is become of thy 
Brother Tom? I have not ſeen him ſince my 
;eturn from tranſportation. . 
Matt. Poor Brother Tom had an accident this time 
twelve month, and ſo clever a made fellow he was, 
that I could not fave him from thoſe fleaing raſcals the 
| ſurgeons; and now, poor man, he is among the otawies: 
at Surgeons Hall. 5 5 
n Ben. So it ſeems, his time was come. 
ks, WE Jem. But the preſent time is ours, and no body alive 
ear WE bath more. Why are the laws levell'd at us? Are we 
more diſhoneſt than the reſt of mankind? What we 
win, gentlemen, is our own by the laws of arms, and: 
the right of conqueſt. - 4 
l | Crook, Where ſhall we find ſuch another ſet of prac- 
-but WW tical philoſophers, who tv a man are above the fear of 
ſer death! 
| Wat. Sound men and true! | 3 
Robin. Of try'd courage, and indefatigable induſtry! . 
Ned. Who is there here that would not die for his 
ſriend ? | 
Harry. Who is there here that would betray hiin for 
his intereſt ? 2 


Matt, Show me a gang of courtiers that can ſay as 


much. 
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Ben. We are for a juſt partition of the world, for 
every man hath a right to enjoy life. | 

Matt. We retrench the ſuperfluities of mankind, 
The world is avaritious, and I hate ayarice. A cove- 
tous fellow, like a Jack-daw, ſteals what he was never 
made to enjoy, for the fake of hiding it. Theſe are 
the robbers of mankind, for money was made for the 
free-hearted and generous, and where is the injury of 
taking from another what he hath not the heart to 
make ule of ? 

Jem. Our ſeveral tations for the day are fixt. Good 
luck attend us all. Fill the glaſfes. 


AIR XIX. Fill ev'y glaſs, Ee. 
Matt. Fill ev'ry glaſs, for wine inſpires us, 


| And fires us, 
With courage, lobe and joy ; 
Women and wine ſhould life employ, 
Is there oupht elſe on earth defirous ? 
Chorus. Fill every glaſs, &c. 


To them enter Macheath. 


Mach. Gentlemen, well met. My heart hath been 
with you this hour? but an unexpected affair hath de- 
tain'd me. No ceremony, I beg you. 

Matt. We were juit breaking up to go upon dut /. 
Ain I to have the hunour of taking the air with you, 
ſir, this evening upon the heath? I drink a dram now 
and then with the ſtage-coach-men in the way of 
friendſhip and intelligence; and I know that about this 
time there will be paſſergers upon the weſtern road, 

who are worth ſpeating with. 
Macb. I was to have been of that party—but— 
Matt. But what, fir? | 
Mach. Is there any man who ſuſpects my courage? 
Matt. We have all been witneſſes of it. 
Mach. My honour and truth to the gang! 
Matt. Vil be anſwerable for it. Ee 
Mach. In the divifion of our booty, have I ever ſhown 


the leait mai ks of avarice or injuilice? ur 


» Ix 


J 
32 


- 


f 


or : Matt. By theſe queſtions ſomething ſeems to have 
rufffed you. Are _ of us ſuſpected? X 

j. RS Mach. | have a fixt confidence, gentlemen, in you 
., as men of honour, and as ſuch I value and reſpect 
ou. Peachum is a man that is uſeful to us. 

e Nor. Is he about to play us any foul play? PII 
je hoot him through the head. 

f Mach. I beg ycu, gentlemen, act with conduct and 


aiſcretion. A piſtol is your laſt reſort. 

Mitt. He knows nothing of this meeting. 
Mach. Buſineſs cannot go on without him. He is a 
man that knows the world, and is a neceſſary agent to 
us. We bave had a light difference, and till it is ac- 
commodated | ſhall be obliged to keep out of his way. 
Any private diſpute of mine ſhall be of no ill confe- 
auence to my {friends You mu continue to act under 
his direction, for the moment we break loole from him 
our gang is ruin'd. 355 
Matt. As a bawd to a whore, J grant you, he is to 
us of great convenience. 3 
Mach. Make him believe I have quitted the gang, 
which I can never do but with life. Ar our private 


Farr 


% 


will probably reconcile us. | | | 
Matt. Your inſtructions ſhall be obſerved. Tis now 
& high time for us to repair to our ſeveral duties; fo till 
tze evening at our quarters in Moor- fields we bid you 


. WE farewell, | 

u. Macb. I ſhall with myſelf with you. Succeſs attend 
g you. [I[CSits dawn melancholly at the table. 
of | pe, | 

is | AIR XX. March in Rinalas, with drums and trumpets. 


Matt. Let us take the road. | 
Hark! I hear the ſound of coaches ! 
The hour of attack approaches, 
Toyour arms, brave boys, and load. 
See the ball I bold ! | 
Let the chymiſts toil like aſſes, 
Our fire their fire ſurpaſſes, 
And turns all our lead to gold. 
l. | 
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quarters I will continue to meet you. A week or fo F* 


2 x. 8 
* 


J 
by 
1 
1 
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[The gang, ranged in the front of the Rage, lo 
their piſtols, and ſtick them under their girdles; WW 


then go off ſinging the firſt part in chorus. \ 
SCENE H. 

| Macheath, Drawer. -_ b 

. | . _ = ( 

Mach. What a fool is a fond wench! Polly is mot r 

confoundedly bit—I love the ſex. And a man who FW , 

loves money, might be as well contented with one , 

guinea, as I with one woman. The town perhaps hatl FM 1 


been as much obliged to me, for recruiting it with free RY | 
hearted ladies, as to any recruiting officer in the army. 


Tf it were not for us and the other gentlemen of the - 

iword, Drury-Lane would be uninhabited. BS / 

AIR XXI. Would you have a young virgin, Cc. | - 

F the heart of a man is depreſt with cares, | 

The miſt is diſpelld when a woman appears; 4 

Like the notes of a fiddle, ſbe ſweetly, faveetly, LL 

Raiſes the ſpirits and charms our ears: h 

Roſes and lilies her cheeks diſcloſe, _ 

But ber ripe lips are more ſweet than tbeſe. WW | 

Preſs her, : 8 | Ss 

_ = 

EY With bl iſſes a 4 

AHiler kiſſes | 14 

| Difſolve us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe. 5 

I muſt have women. There is nothing unbends the 2 

mind like them. Money is not ſo ſtrong a cordial tor . fi 

the time. Drawer. Enter drawer.] Is the porter ft 

gone for all the ladies, according to wy directions: 11 

Draw. | expect him back ny minute. But you b 

know, ſir, you ſent him as far as Hockley in the Hole 1 
for three of the ladies, for one in Vinegar-Vard, and 

for the reſt of them ſomewhere about Lewkner's- lane. T 


Sure ſome of them are below, for J hear the bar bell. 
As they come will ſhow them up. Coming, coming, 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. | 


7 Macheath, Mrs. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, 
| Betty Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs. Slammekin, Suky 
Tawdry, and Molly Brazen, 


Aach. Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome. You 
i look charmingly to-day. Lhope you don't want the re- 
pairs of quality, and lay on paint Dolly Trull! Kits: 
me, you ſlut; are you as amorous as ever, huſſy? Vou 
ate always ſo taken up with ſtealing hearts, that you 
don't allow yourſelf time to ſteal any thing elſe. Ah, 
Dolly, thou wilt ever be a coquette — Mrs. Vixen, I'm 
pours, 1 always loved a woman of wit and ſpirit; they 
make charming miſtreſſes, but plaguy wives — Betty 
BS Dexy ! Come hither, hufſy, do you drink as hard as 
ever? You had better ſtick to good wholeſome beer; 
for in troth, Betty, ſtrong-waters will in time ruin 
pour conſtitution. Vou ſhould leave thoſe to your bet- 
ters. — What and my pretty Jenny Diver too! as prim 
and demure as ever! There is not any prude, though 
ever to high bred, hath a more far ctify'd look, with a 
more miſchievous heart. Ah! thou art a dear, artful 
EZ bypocrite—Mrs. Slammetin ! as careleſs and genteel 
as ever! All you fine ladies, who know your own 
beauty, affect an undreſs—But ſee, here's Suky Taw- 
4g come to contradict what I was faying. Every thing 
= the gets one way the lays out upon her back. Why, 
= Sky, you muſt keep at leaſt a dozen tally men. — Molly 
= Brazen! [She R iſſes him.] That's well done. I love a 
free hearted wench. Thou haſt a moſt agreeable aſ- 
ſurance, girl, and art as willing as a turtle—But hark, 
I hear muſick. The harper is at the door. f muſick 
be the food of love, play on. Ere you ſeat yourſelves,.. 
ladies, what think you of a dance? Come in, - 
[Enter Harper. ] Play the French tune, that Mrs. 
 Slammekin was ſo fond of. 
[4 dance à la ronde in the French manner; near the 


end of it this ſong. Chorus. 


" Is Np AIR 
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OP AIR XXII. Cotillon. 
Youths the ſeaſon made for joys, 


Lowe is then our duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Eg eli deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be pay, 
8 While we may, 
Beauty's a flower, deſpis'd in decay. 
Touth's the ſeaſon, &e. 
Let us drink and ſport to-day, =. 
Ours is not to-morrow. BY 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, E. 
Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and f ing, 
Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ſpring. | 
Let us drink, &c. 

Mach. Now, pray ladies, take your places, here fel- 
low, [pays the harper.) Bid the drawer bring us more 
wine, [Ex. harper.) If any of the ladies Fooke gin, 
I hope they will be fo free to call for it. 1 

Jenny. You look as if you meant me. Wine is 
ſtrong enough for me. -InJeed, fir, I never drink ſtrong- 
waters but when J have the cholic. 

Mach. Juft the excuſe of the fine lidies: Why, a 
lady of quality is never without the cholic. I hope, 
Mrs. Coaxer, you have had good ſucceis of late in 
your viſits among the mercers. 

Coax. We have fo many interlopers— Vet, with in- 
duſtry, one may ſtill have a little picking. | carried a 
ſilver flower'd luteſtring, and a piece of black paduaſoy 
to Mr Peachum's lock but laſt week. 

Vix. There's Molly Brazen hath the ogle of a rattle- 
ſnake. She rivetted a linen-draper's eye ſo faſt upcn 
her, that he was nick'd of three pieces of cambrick be- 
fore he could look off. 

Braz. O dear madam! But ſure nothing can 
come up to your handling of laces! And then you 
have ſuch a ſweet deluding tongue! To cheat a man 18 x 
nothing ; but the woman muſt have fiae parts indeed, NA 
-vwho cheats a woman! 80 
- Visx. Lace, madam, lies in a ſmall compaſs, and is 
of eaſy conveyance. But you are apt, madam, to 
. think too well of your friends. Coax 
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Coax. If any woman hath more art than another, 
to be ſure, 'tis Jenny Diver. Though her fellow be 
never ſo agreeable, ſhe can pick his pocket as cooly, as 
if money were her only pleaſure. Now that is a com- 
mand of the paſſions uncommon in a woman! 

Jenny. I never go to the tavern with a man, but in 
the view of buſineſs. T have other hours, and other- 
ſort of men for my pleaſure. But had I your addreſs, 
madam | | 

Mach. Have done with your compliments, ladies; 
and drink about. You ate not ſo fond of me, Penny, 
as you uſed to be. | 

Jenny. Tis not convenient, fir, to ſhow my fond- 
ves among ſo many rivals. Tis your own choice, and 
not the warmth of my inclination, that will determine 
vou. | 


AIR XXIII. All in a miſty morning, Cc. 


Before the haru- door crowing, 
The cock by hens attended, 

His eyes around him throwing, 
Stands for a while ſuſper.ded : 

Then one he fingles from the crew, 

| And cheers the happy hen; 
With how do you do, and huw do you do, 

And how do you do again. 


Mach, Ah Jenny! thou art a dear ſlut. 
Trull, Pray, madam, were you ever in keeping? 
Tawd. J hope, madam, I ha'nt been ſo long upon 
the town, but I have met with ſome good fortune as 
well as my neighhours. 
Trull. Pardon me, madam, I meant no harm by the 
queſtion ; *twas only in the way of converſation. 
Tawd, Indeed, madam, if I had not been a fool, I 
might have lived very handſomely with my laſt friend. 
But upon his miſſing five guineas, he turn'd me off. 
Now | never ſuſpected he had counted them. | 
Sam. Who do you took upon, madam, as your beit 
ſort of keepers? ” 
Trill. That, madam, is thereafter as they be. 
Slam. I, madam, was once kept by a Few; and, 
bating their religion, to women they are a good fort of 
people. ET, 5 Tawd. 
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Taru. Now for my part, I own I like an old fe. 4 
low: for we always make them pay for what they 


can't do. 


tations. 


Jenny. But to be ſure, fir, with ſo much good for- 5 
tune as you have had upon the road, you mult be I 


grown immenſely rich, 


Mach. The road, indeed, hath done me juſtice, but . ; 


the gaming- table hath been my ruin. 


AIR XXIV. When once I lay with another man“ 
| | wife, Sc. 
Jenny. The gameſters and lawyers are fugglers alile, 
| If they meddle, your all is in danger : 
Like gypſies, if once they can finger a ſouſe, 
Tour pockets they pick, and they pilfer your hots. 
And give your eflate to a flranger. 


A man of courage ſhould never put any thing to the 
riſque, but his life. Theſe are the tools of a man e 
honour. Cards and dice are only fit for cowaidiy 
cheats, who prey upon their friends. 
[She takes up his piſtol. Tawdry takes up the oiher 
Tawd. This, fir, is fitter for your hand. Beſices 
your loſs of money, tis a loſs to the ladies. Gaming 
takes you off from women. How fond could I be oi 
you! but before company, *tis il] bred, 
Mach. Wanton huſlies! | 
Fen, 1 muſt and will have a kiſs to give my wines 
Zzeſt. [They take him about the neck, and mabe ſign 
10 Peachum and Conſtables, who ruſh in upon bin. 


SCENE V. 
Enter to them Peachum and Conſtables, 

Peach. I ſeize you, fir, as my priſoner. 

Mach. Was this well done, Jenny !—— Women ate 
decoy ducks; who can truſt them! Beaſts, jades, jilth 
harpies, furies, whores ! | 5 I 
Peach. Your caſe, Mr. Macheath, is not particular 


The greateſt heroes have been ruin'd by women, But, 
a T . | to 


Vix. A ſpruce *prentice, let ine tell you, ladies, is L 
no ill thing; they bleed freely. I have ſent at lea 
two or three dozen of them, in my time, to the plan. 
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ſe). to do them juſtice, I muſt own they are a pretty ſort of 
hey creatures, if we could truſt them. You muſt now, fir, 
ES take your leave of the ladies, and if they have a mind 
, it to make you a viſit, they will be ſure to find you at 
eaſt home. The gentleman, ladies, lodges in Newgate, 


EX Conſtables wait upon the captain to his lodgings. 
AR XXV. When firſt I laid ſiege to my Chboris. 
be Mach. 4t the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
3 At the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
bu © Let me go where I will, 
1 In all kinds of ill, 
I ſhall find no ſurh furies as theſe are. 

3 Peach. Ladies, I'll take care the reckoning ſhall be 
EZ diſcharged. | 
£2 [Exit Macheath guarded, with Peachum and 

| Conſtables; the women remain. 
EZ Pix, Look ye, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr. Peachum may - 
EZ have made a private bargain with you and Suty Ta- 
dy, for betraying the captain, as we were all aſſiſting, 
BZ we ought all to ſhare alike. 
Coax. I think Mr. Peachum, after ſo long an ac- 
gquaintance, might have truſted me as well as Jenny 
= Diver, = Zo | ER 
= Slam. lam ſure at leaſt thiee men of his hanging, 
= and in a year's time too, (if he did me juſtice) ſhould 
be ſet down to my account. | 
= Trull, Mrs. Slammekin, that is not fair: for you 
know one of them was taken in bed with me. 

Jenny. As far as a bowl of punch or a treat, I be- 
lieve Mre. Suky will join with me. — As for any thing 
elſe, ladies, you cannot in conſcience expect it. 

Slam Dear madam. — 5 

Trull. | would not for the world. 

Slam. Tis impoſſible for me 

Trull. As I hope to be ſaved, madam— | 

Slam. Nay, then I muſt ſtay here all night—— 

Trull. Since you command me. | 

[Exeunt, with great ceremony. 


SCENE, 
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SCENE, Newgate. 


Lockit, Turnkeys, Macheath, and Conſtables, 
Lack. Noble captain, you are welcome. You have in 
not been a lodger of mine this year and half. You 
know the cuſtom, fir ; garniſh, captain, garniſh. Hand 
me down thoſe fetters there. FI 3 

Mach, Thoſe, Mr. L:ckit, ſeem to be the heavieſt of 
the whole ſet. With your leave, I ſhould like the f 
further pair better. | HE 

Loch. Look ye, captain, we know what is fitteſt fr 
our priſoners, When a gentleman uſes me with civi- WY 
lity, Jalways do the beſt I can to pleaſe him. —Hand 
them down I ſay—We have them of all prices, from 


one guinea to ten, and 'tis fitting every gentleman (Wa 
| ſhould pleaſe himſelf, in 


Mach. I underſtand you, fir, [Gives money.] The he 
fees here are ſo many, and ſo exorbitant, that few fon the 
tunes can bear the expence of getting off handſomely, Wn * 


or of dying like a gentleman. | 
\ Zock. Thoſe, I fee, will fit the captain better.— 
Take down the further pair. Do but examine then, 
fir—Never was better work. How genteelly the; 
are made They will fit as eaſy as a glove, and the 
niceſt man in England might not be aſhamed to went 
them. [ He puts on the chains.] If J had the beſt ger- 
.. tleman in the land in my cuſtody, I could not equip 
him more handſomely. And fo, fir,—I now leave you 
to your private meditations. 

[Exeunt Lociit, Turnkeys, and Conſtables 


AIR XXVI. Courtiers, courtiers think it no harm. 
Mach. Man may eſcape from rope and gun; 
| Nay, ſome have out-liv'd the doctor's pill. 
Who takes a womun muſt be undone, 
That baſiliſk is ſure to hill. 
The fly that ſips treacle is loſt in the ſaveets, 
So he that taſtes woman, woman, Woman, 
He thut taſtes woman, ruin meets. 


To what a woful plight have I brought myſelf! Here 


muſt I (all day long, till J am hanged) be _—_ to 
| cat 


wv 
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ear the reproaches of a wench, who lays her ruin at 
y door. —1 am in the cuflody of her father, and 
=, be ſure, if he knows of the matter, I ſhall have a 
ne time on't betwixt this and my execution. But 
JJ promiſed the wench marriage —What ſignifies a pro- 
iiſe to a woman ? does not a man in marriage itſelf pro- 
nie a hundred things that he never means to perform ? 
o all we can, women will believe us; for they lock 


r of , . . . 

the pon a promiſe as an excuſe for following their own in- 
linations. But here comes Lucy, and I cannot get 

©, om her — wou'd I were deaf. 

ivi 3 * 

Om 05 Enter Lucy. 

nan Lucy. You baſe man, you, how can you look me 

15 in the face, after what bath paſt between us? See 

; here, perfidious wretch, how I anr forced to bear about 

. the load of infamy you have laid upon me O Mac- 

"1 {5 :ath ! thou haſt robb'd me of my quiet to ſee 


ES thee tortur'd would give me pleaſure. 


2 t Al LES II. A lovely laſs to a friar came. 


0) | | 
ey Thus when a gud huſwife ſees a rat, 
the In her trap in the morning laken, 
ear With pleaſure her heart goes pit a pat, 
en. In revenge for her loſs of bacon. 
uip Then jbe throws him 
Ou To the dog or cat, | 
| To he worried, cruſh'd, and ſhaken. 
cs. Mach. Have you no bowels, no tenderneſs, my dear 


Liicy, to ſee a huſband in theſe circumſtances ? 
Lucy. A huſband ? | 
Mach. In ev'ry reſpeR but the form, and that, my 
dear, may be ſaid over us at any time — Friends 
Hould not inſiſt upon ceremonies. From a man of ho- 
nour, his word is as good as his bond. 1 | 
Lucy. *Tis the pleaſure of all you fine men to-iafult 
| the women you have ruin'd. 


AIR XXVIII. *Twas when the ſea was roaring. 
How cruel are the traytors, 

Who lie and ſwear in jeſt, 
Tocheat unguarded. creatures 


Of wirtue, fame, and reſt ! Whoever 
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Wheever ſteals a ſhilling, | 
Thro ſhame the your conceals : 


In love the perjur'd villain 
With boaſts the theft reveals. 


Mach. The very firſt opportunity, my dear, (haye T. 
but patience) you ſhall be my wife in whatever mann: a 


you pleaſe. 


Lucy. Inſinuating monſter! And ſo you think! Fl 
know nothing of the affair of miſs Polly Peachum — WW 


J could tear thy eyes out 


Mach, Sure, Lucy, you can't be ſuch a fool as to be I 


jealous of Polly. 
Lucy. Are you not married to her, you brute, you? 
Mach. Married? Very good. The wench gives i 
out only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good opi- 


nion. *Tis true, I go to the houſe; J chat with the . 


girl, I kiſs her, I ſay a thouſand things to her (as al 
gentlemen do) that mean nothing, to divert myſelf; 
and now the filly jade hath ſet it about that I am mar 
Tied to her, to let me know what ſhe would be at. In- 
deed, my dear Lucy, theſe violent paſſions may be of 
ill conſequence to a woman in your condition. 
Lucy. Come, come, captain, for all your aſſurance, 
you know that miſs Polly hath put it out of your power 


to do me the juſtice you promis'd me. 


Mach. A jealous woman believes every thing her 
paſſion ſuggeſts. To convince you of my fincerity, it 
we can find the ordinary, I ſhall have no ſcruples of 
making you my wife; and I know the conſequence of 
having two at a time | gs 
Lucy. That you are only to be hang'd, and ſo gi 
rid of them both. | | 

Mach. I am ready, my dear Lucy, to give you fatif 
faction if you think there is any in marriage. — 


What can a man of honour ſay more? | 
Lucy. So then it ieems you are not married to mil 
Polly. | 
Mach. You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigjouſly con- 
ceited. No man can ſay a civil thing to her, but (like 
other fine ladies) her vanity makes her think he's her 
own for ever and ever. 


. 2 
1 * 
hain, op AY Ad 
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AIR XXIX. The ſun had loos'd his weary teams. 


The firſt time at the locking-pglaſs 

1 The mother ſets her daughter, 

1 The image ſtribes the ſmiling laſs 

| With ſelf-love ever after. 

Each time ſhe looks, fhe, fonder grown, . 

Thinks ev*ry charm grows ſtronger +: 

But alas, vain maid, all eyes but your own 

#- Can ſee you are not younger. "5 

When women confider their own beauties, they are all 

EZ alike unreaſonable in their demands; for they expect 

their lovers ſhould like them as long as they like them- 

ſelves. ä | 

EZ Lucy. Yonder is my father——perhaps this way we 

may light upon the ordinary, who ſhall try if you will 

be as good as your word — for I long to be made an 


57 EE honeſt woman- [Exeunt. 
mer Enter Peachum and Lockit, with an account book. 


Lock, In this laſt affair, brother Peacbum, we are 


= Peach. We ſhall never fall out about an execution — 
hut as to that article, pray how ſtands our laſt year's 
E ;ccount? - 


| N. tis far and clearly ſtated. | 
„ p W Peach, This long arrear of the government is very 
: 0 hard upon us! Can it be expected that we ſhould hang 


our acquaintance for nothing, when our betters will 


the people in employment pay better, I promiſe them 
| for the ſuture, I ſhall let other rogues live beſides their 
5. | 
Lock. Perhaps, brother, they are afraid theſe matters 
may be carried too far. We are treated too by them 
with contempt, as if our profeſſion was not reputable. 
Peach, In one reſpe& indeed, our employment may 
be reckoned diſhoneſt; becauſe, like great ſtateſmen, we 
encourage thoſe who betray their friends. 
Lock. Such language, brother, any where elſe, might 
turn to your prejudice. Learn to be more guarded, I 
beg You, 7 AIR 


; | agreed. © You have conſented to go halves in Macheath.” 


Lech. If you will run your eye over it, you'll find 


| bardly fave theirs without being paid for it. Unleſs 


go Te BEGGARs OPERA. 
AIR XXX. How happy are we, Cc. 
When you cenſure the age, 


Be cautious and ſape, 

Left the courtiers offended ſhould be + 
If you mention wice or bribe, 
*Tis ſo pat to all the tribe; | 


Zach cries That was levelÞ'd at me 


Peach, Here's poor Ned Clincher's name, I , 
Sure, brother Lackit, there was a little unfair proceed- 
ing in Ned's caſe: for he told me in the condemr{ 
hold, that, for value received, you had promis'd bima 
ſelſion or two longer without moleſtation. 

Lock. Mr. Peachum,—this is the firſt time my honour 
was ever call'd in queſtion. | 

Peach. Buſineſs is at an end—if once we act diſko 
nourably. 4 Np 

Lock. Who accuſes me? 

Peach. You are warm, brother. | | 

Lock. He that attacks my honour, attacks my liveli- 
hood.—And this uſage—ſir—is not to be borne. 


Peach. Since you —_— me to ſpeak—T muſt iel 
0 


= too, that Mrs. Coaxer charges you with defrauding 
er of her information-money, for the apprehending 
of curl-pated Hugh. Indeed, indeed, brother, we 
muſt punctually pay our ſpies, or we ſhall have no in- 
formation, | 5 

Lack. Is this language to me, firrah——who hare 
ſa ved you from the gallows, firrah! [Collaring each other, 

Peach. If 1 am hang'd, it ſhall be for ridding the 
world of an arrant raſcal. / 

Lock. This hand ſhall do the office of the halter you 
deſerve, and throttle you-—you dog! | 

Peach. Brother, brother, —we are both in the wrong 
—we ſhall be both loſers in the diſpute—for you knov 
we have it in our power to bang each other, You 
ſhould be not ſo paſſionate. 5 

Loc. Nor you ſo provoking. 

Peach. Tis our mutual intereſt ; *tis for the intereſt 
of the world we ſhould agree. If I ſaid any thing, 
brother, to the prejudice of your character, I ak 
pardon. : Lack, 
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WE 7:4. Brother Peachum I can forgive as well as re- 
WS: —Give me your hand. Suſpicion does not become 
=S friend. 285 A | 

Peach. I only meant to give you occaſion to juſtify 


ESizhts ago in the Park. I appointed him at this hour. 


SCENE VIII. 


lee, 
110 „ Enter Lucy. 
nnd 3 
. = a c 


EZ Lucy, My tears might anfwer that queſtion. 
Cock. You have then been whimpering and fondling, 
like a ſpaniel, over the fellow that hath abus'd you. 

= Lucy. One can't help love; one can't cure it, *Tis 
vot in my power to obey you, and hate him. 

Lock, Learn to bear your huſband's death like a rea- 
ſonable woman. Tis not the faſhion, now-a-days, ſo 
nuch as to affect ſorrow upon theſe occaſions, No 
woman would ever marry, if ſhe had not the chance 
Wot mortality for her releaſe. AQ like a woman of ſpirit, 


nour 


ho- 


F 


hh n 


£ 8 8 


yelt- 


a huſſy, and thank your father for what he is doing. 
ding AIR XXXI. Of a noble race was Shenkin. 
we Lucy. 1s then his fate decreed, fir, 
in- Such a man can I think of quitting? 
When firſt we met, ſo moves me yet, 
ave O ſee how my heart is ſplitting ! 3 
ber. Loch. Look ye, Luc — there is no ſaving him 


the 


do, think, you muſt ev'n do like other widows 
| buy yourſelf weeds, and be chearful. 


2 | AIR XXXIT. 
FR You'll think, &er many days enſue, 
— This ſentence not ſevere; 


1 hang your huſband, child, 510 nue, 
Bur with him hang your care. 5 


Twang dang dilly dee. | 


Tou 


"oft Like a good wife, go moan over your dying huſband, 
_ hat, child, is your duty—conſider, | hs you can't 
' have the man and the money too—ſo make yourſelf as 
faly as you can by getting all youcan from him. [ Exit. 


SCENE 


ach, 
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ouſelf: But I muſt now ſtep home, for Lexpect the 
entleman about this ſnuff-box, that Fi/ch nimm'd two 


(Exit, 


P — 
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SCENE IX. 
Enter Macheath. - 

Lucy. Though the ordinary was out of the way to 
Gay, I hope, my dear, you will, upon the firſt oppor. 
tunity, quiet my fcruples—Oh ſirI— my father's hart 
pair. 


twenty guineas, think you, move him ?—Of all the 


arguments in the way of buſineſs, the perquilite is the if | 


moſt prevailing.-——Your father's perquiſites for the 


eſcape of priſoners muſt amount to a conſiderable ſun N 
in the year. Money well timed, and properly apply, WW 


will do any thing. 
. - AIR XXXIII. London ladies. 


1f you at an office ſolicit your due, | 
And would not have matters neglefed ; 

You muſt quicken the clerk with the perquiſite tn, 
To do what his duty directed. 

Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
She too has this palpable failing, 

The perquiſite ſoftens her into conſent ; 

| That reaſon with all is prevailing. 


Lucy. What love or money can do, ſhall be done: 
or all wy comfort depends upon your ſafety, 


SCENE X. 
Enter Polly. 


Polly. Where is my dear huſband ?—Was a rope er 
intended for this neck !—O let me throw my arm 
about it, and throttle thee with love! Why doſt thou 
turn away from me? — Tis thy Polly —'tis thy wife. 

Mach. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate raſcal as I am 

Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another villain! _ 

Polly. O Macheath! was it for this we parted: 
Taken! Impriſoned ! Try'd! Hang'd !—cruel reflection 
T'll ſtay with thee till death no force ſhall tear tl 
dear wife from thee now.—What means my love? 
Not one kind word! not one kind look! think whi 
thy Polly ſuffers to ſee thee in this condition. 


heart is not to be ſoften'd, and J am in the utmoſt del. 


Mach. But if I could raiſe a ſmall ſum—would un 


& wy — 
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AIR XXXIV. All in the Downs, c. 
Thus when the ſwallow, ſeeking prey, 


Ay to Within the ſaſh is cloſely pent, 
)por- His conſort with bemoaning lay, 
bard WA Without fits pining for th' event. 
del. WR Her chatt'ring lovers all around ber ſtim; 

5 She heeds them not ( poor bird) her ſouls with him. 
d not = Mach. I muſt diſown her. [ Afide.] The wench is 
the BE ciſracted. = 
s the Lucy. Am I then bilk'd of my virtue? Can I have 
r the no reparation ? Sure men were born to lye, and women 
fun WE to believe them! O villain! villain! | 
ly, Ws Polly. Am I not thy wife ?—Thy negle& of me, thy 


rell me, am I not thy wife? | 

= Lucy. Perfidious wretch ! 

Polly. Barbarous hufband ! 

= Lucy. Hadſt thou been hang'd five months ago, I had 

been happy. | y 

= Poly. And I too—If you had been kind to me till 

death, it would not have vex'd me—And that's no ve- 
| ry unreaſonable requeſt (though from a wife) to a man 

who hath not above ſeven or eight days to live. 

Lucy. Art thou then married to another? Haſt thou 
two wives, monſter ? | EE | 
Mach. If women's tongues can ceaſe for an anſwer— 

hear me. 7 . | 
Lucy, I won't. —Fleſh and blood can't bear my uſage. 
Pally. Shall Inot claim my own? Juſtice bids me ſpeak. 


AIR XXXV. Have you heard of a frolickſome ditty. 
Mach. Hoa happy could I be with either, 


Were tother dear charmer away !- 


e 1th, 


One: 


am! But while you thus teaze me togetber, 
To neither a word will I ſay; 

ted But tol de rol, &c. 

tion! 


Polly. Sure, my dear, there ought to be ſome pre- 
| ference ſhown to a wife! At leaſt ſhe may claim the 
appearance of it. He muſt be diſtracted with misfor- 
tunes, or he cou'd not uſe me thus! | 


WS averſion to me, too ſeverely proves it, —Look on me.— 


Lucy. 


4 


94 The BEGGARs OPERA MM 
Lucy. O villain, villain! thou haſt deceived me- 
could even inform againſt thee with pleaſure. Ny, 


prude wiſhes more heartily to have facts againſt her h 


timate acquaintance, - than I now wiſh to have fa 


againſt thee. I would have her ſatisfaction, and the t | | 


ſhould all out. : | 
AIR XXXVI. Iriſh Trot. 
Polly. Tm bubbled. 5 
Lucy. - Tm bubpled.. 
Polly. Oh how I am troubled! , 

Lucy. Bambouzled, and bit!” » _ . 
Poll My diſtreſſes are doubled. 
Lucy. When you come to the tree, ſbould the hang 

| refuſe. 0 : 
| Theſe fingers, with pleaſure, could faſtenin 
Polly. Im bubbled, &c. | | af . 


Mach. Be pacified, my dear Lucy This is al 
fetch of Polly's to make me deſperate with you in c 
I get off. If I am hang'd, ſhe would fain have ti: 
credit of being thought my widow—Really, Polly, li 
is no time for a diſpute of this ſort; for whenever yu 
are talking of marriage, I am thinking of hanging, 

Polly. And haſt thou the heart to perſiſt in dilownin 
me? 3 

Mach. And haſt thou the heart to perſiſt in perſu 

ing me that I am married? Why, Polly, doſt thou {it 
to aggravate my misfortunes ? © | | 
Lucy. Really, miſs Peachum, you but expoſe your 
felt." Beſides, *tis barbarous in you to worry a gents 
man in his circumſtances, £ 


AIR XXXVII. 
L Polly. Ceafe your funning ; : 


Force or cunning 
Newer jhall my heart trepan. 
All theſe ſallies 
Are but malice, 
Te ſcduce my conflant man. 


75 
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d me 'Tis moſt certain, 

Net, By their flirting, | 
ber Women oft bade envy ſhown : 
ve fach Pleas d, to ruin 
nd they Others woorng ;_ 


Newer happy in their own ! 


BS 7, Decency, madam, methinks might teach you 
WE to behave yourſelf with ſome reſerve with the huſband, 
WS while his wife is preſent. 

Mach. But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the joke 
WE a little too far. | 

F 5 Lucy. If you are determin'd, madam, to raiſe a diſ- 
gn turnkey to ſhew you the door. I am ſorry, madam, 
[1% WE you force me to be ſo ill bred. 

ſten i Polly. Give me leave to tell you, madam ; theſe for- 
W ward airs don't become you in the leaſt, madam. And 


is al: my duty, madam, obliges me to ſtay with my huſ- 
in c band, madam. „ | | 
1 1 AIR XXXVIII. Good-morrow, goſſip Joan. 

36) il : 


Lucy. Why how now, madam Flirt? 

If you thus muſt chatter, 
And are for flinging dirt, 

Let's try who beſt can ſpatter; | 
| Madam Flirt ! 
Polly. Mi how row, ſaucy jade 

Sue the awench is tipſy ! i 

| Haw can you ſee me made ITo him. 


The ſcoff of ſuch a gyply ? 


er you 
. 
J 0 

Wie 


r ſuac. 
u fect 


| di CU 
entice 


S N. 


Enter Peachum. 


Come you home, you flut ; and when your fellow is 
hang'd, hang yourſelf, to make your family ſome 
amends, F | 

Foy. Dear, dear father, do not tear me from him— 
I nuſt ſpeak : I have more to ſay to-bim—Oh ! twiſt 
thy fetters about me, that he may not haul me from 


the b 1 £ N edc 5. 


75 


3 turbance in the priſon, I ſhall be obliged to ſend for the 


Saucy jade (To her. 


Peach. Where's my wench ? Ah huſſy ! hufſy ſ— - 
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Peach. Sure all women are alike ! If ever they coy 
mit the folly, they are ſure to commit another by ex 
poſing themlelves—Away—Noat a word more—Yq 
are my priſoner now, huſſy. 5 . 
= AIR. XXXIX. Iriſh Howl. 
Polly. No power on earth can per divide 
The knot that ſacred love hath ty'd:: 
. When parents draw againſt our mind, 
The true-love's knot they fafter bind. 
OC, oh ray, ob Amborah—ob,. oh, &c. 
| ED Exeunt Peachum and Poly, 
Mich. J am naturally compaſſionate, wife; ſo thy 
I cou'd not uſe the wench as ſhe deſerved; which niad 
| you at firſt ſuſpect there was ſomething in what the 
laid. ; 8 
Lucy. Indeed, my dear, I was ſtrangely puzzled. 
Mach. If that had been the caſe, her father would 
never have brought me into this circumſtance N 
Lucy — I had rather die than be faMeqo thee. 
Lac. How happy am I, if you ſay this from your 
heart! For I love thee fo, that I could ſooner bear to 
ſee thee hang'd than in the arms of another. 
Mach. But couldſt thou bear to fee me hang'd? 
Lucy. O Macheath, I can never live to ſee that day. 
Mach. You ſee, Lucy, in the account of love you 
are in my debt; and you mult now be convinced, that 
I rather chooſe to die than be another's —Make me, if 
poſſible, love thee more, and let me owe my life to 
thee lf you refuſe to aſſiſt me, Peachum ang your fi- 
ther will immediately put me beyond all means of eſ- 
_- -.. CE | 
3 My father, I know, hath been drinking hard 
with the priſohers: and I fam he is now taking his 
nap in his own room—If-I can, procuce. the keys, ſhall | 
1 go off with thee, my dear? : 
Mach. If we are together, *twill be impoſſible to lie 
conceal'd. As ſoon as the ſearch begins to be a little 
cool, Iwill ſend to thee— Till then iny heart is th 
priſoner. —_ „ 
- Lucy. Come then, my dear huſband— owe thy life | 
to me and though you love me not—be grateful——- 
But that Polly runs in my head ſtrangely. Mac., 


* . 
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Mach, A moment of time may make us unhappy for 
Yo ver. | 


AI R XL. The Laſs of Patie's mill. 
Lucy. I like the fox Gall grieve, — 1 
* Whoſe mate hath left her fide, 
] bon hounds, from morn to eve, 
Chaſe &er the country wide. 

Fhere can my lower his??? 
I bere cheat the wary pack? 
| love be net his guide, Li hal 
Polly, E He never auill come back & 
T 
S8 CE N E, Neugate. 
No 5 Lockit, Lucy. * 
Lock. o be fare, wench, you muſt have been 

| aiding and abetting to help him to this eſ- 
- _ - Cape. 55 * 
Lucy. Sir, here hath been Peachum and his daughter 
day. ech, and to be ſure they know the ways of Newgate 
> you ss well as if they had been born and bred —— 
- 42 lives. Why muſt all your ſuſpicion light upon 
le, 1 me h 1 F To | ; nn. 
Lock. Lucy, Lucy, I will ha ve none of theſe. ſhuffling 
ur f- anſwers. 50 
ff el⸗ Lucy. Well then If I know any thing of him, 
lich I may be burnt ! : 
hard ous Keep your temper, Lucy, or I ſhall pronounce 
you guilty. ef ings | 2 52 

Lucy, Keep yours, fir, I do wiſh I may be 
burnt, I do And what can I ſay more to con- 
VIRCe you? | 1415 4 | „ N 
Lock. Did he tip handſemely: How much did 
s th) ee come down with? Come, huſſy, don't cheat your 
ber; and I ſhall not be angry with you Per- 
y life aps, you have made a better bargain with him than 
[— HE 01d have done How much, my good girl? 
ach. Vor. III. „ F Lucy, 


1. 12 
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Lucy. You know, fir, I am fond of him, and wobl 
have given money to have kept him with me. 
Zock. Ah, Lucy! thy education might have put the 
more upon thy guard; for a girl in the bar of an als 
houſe is always beſieg d. 
Lucy. Dear fir, mention not my education=——— fy 
*twas to that I owe my ruin. 


AIR XLI. If love's a ſweet paſſion, Qc. 
When young at the bar you 77% taught me to ſcore, 
And bid me be free of my lips, and no more; 

I was kiſs'd by the purſon, the*ſquire, and the ſot: 
When the gueſt was departed, the kiſs was forgot. 
But his kiſs was ſo ſaweet, and ſo cloſely he preſt, 
That ] languiſb d and pin'd till I granted the reſt. 


If you can forgive me, fir, I will make a fair confel 
fion ; for, to be ſure, he hath been a moſt barbarow 
villain to me. | | 
Lock. And ſo you have let him eſcape, huſſy—— 

have you? 1 i | 
lucy When a woman loves, a kind look, a tender 
word can perſuade her to any thing and I could 
aſk no other bribe. 

Lack. Thou wilt always be a vulgar ſlut, Lucy— 
Tf you would not be look'd upon as a fool, you ſhould 
never do any thing but upon the foot of iritereſt, Thoſe 
that act otherwiſe are their own bubbles. 

Lucy. But love, fir, is a misfortune that may happer 
to the moſt diſcreet woman; and in love we are al 
fools alike ———- Notwithſtanding all he ſwore, I an 
now fully convinced that Polly Peachum is actually bi 
wife. Did I let him eſcape (fool that I ws!) 
to go to her? Polly will wheedle herſelf into b 
money, and then Peachum will hangt him, and cheat v 
"oy: Hl bids „ 

* Lock, So J am to be ruin'd, becauſe, forfooth, you 
muſt be in love ga very pretty excuſe ! 
Lucy. I could murder that impudent happy firun- 
pet. Il gave him bis life, and that creature enj0! 
the ſweets of it. — - Ungrateful Macheath / 


—— 


"—— 
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”"Y AIR XLII South-Sea ballad. 
It thee My love is all madneſs and felly, 
un ale Alone I he, 


| Tofs, tumble, and cry, 
What a happy creature ts Polly ! 
Was e er ſuch a aurelch as {! 
With rage I redden (ike ſcarlet, 
That my, dear inconſtani varlet, 


re, Stark blind to my charms, 
I loſt in the arms Ys 
fot: Of that jilt, that inweigling harlot! 
ot, ' Stark blind to my charms, 
, | J loft in the arms 
2 Of that jilt, that ihveipling harlt! 
| This, this my reſentment alarms. 
-onfel | 
barou WR Lock. And fo, after all this miſchief, I muſt ſtay here 
to be entertain'd with your caterwanling, miſtveſs Puſs! 
— — Out of my fight, wanton ſtrumpet! you ſhall 
faſt and mortify -yourteif into reafon, with now and 
tender BW then a little handſome - diſcipline to bring you to your 
| coull ſenſes . Go. [Exit Lucy:] Peachum then intends 
to outwit me in this affair; but Pl! be even with him. 
5 — he. dog is leaky in- his liquor, fo Tl ply him 
thoull BBW that way, get the ſeeret from him, and turn this affair 
Thoſe to my o advantage. Lions, wolves, and vul- 
| tures dont ive together in-herds, droves, or flocks.——— 
happen Bl Of all animals of prey, man is the only ſociable one. 
are i BN Every one of us preys upon his neighbour, and yet we 
„Ian herd together. Peachum is my companion, my friend. 
l h According to the cuſtom of the world, indeed, he 
waz) may quote thouſands of precedents for cheating me. — 
nto in And ſball not I make uſe of the privilege of friendſhip 
ent u to make him a return?! 
sf 8s PEBRM © 5 165 % eISSN 073 eoungt 
„ "— AIR XLIII. Packingzon's, pound. 
Thus gameſters united in friendſhip are found. 
Rrun- Though they know that their induſtry all is a cheat; 
( They flock to their prey at the Hice- box's found, 


And ſoin to promote one another s deceit. 
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ters in the next room with black Mall. 
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But if by miſhap 
| They fail of a chap, | 
To keep in their hands they each other entrap. 
Like pikes lank with bunger who miſs of their end, 
They bite their companions and prey on their friend. 


Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt tradeſmen, 2 
to have a fair trial, which of us two can over-rext 
the other. Lucy. [Enter Lucy.] Are there ay 
of Peachum's people now in the houſe? ' 

Lucy. Filch, fir, is drinking a quartern of ſtrong ys 


Loch. Bid him come to me. Exit Luc 


SCENE H. 
Enter Filch. 


Why, boy, thon lookeſt as if thou wert half ftary'; 


like a ſhotten herring.  - | 
Filch. One had need have the conſtitution of a hork 


to go through the buſineſs. — Since the favourite chil 
getter was difabled by a miſhap, I have pick d up lit 
tle money by helping the ladies to a pregnancy againl 


their being call'd down to ſentence. —But if a man car 
Not get an honeſt livelihood any eaſier way, I am ſure 


tis what I can't undertake for another ſeſſion. - 


che Truly, if that great man ſhould tip off, 


' *twould be an irreparable loſs. The vigor and prowel 


of a knight-errant never ſav'd half the ladies in diftrel 


that he bath done.—But, boy, canſt thou tell me 


where thy maſter is to be found? _. + 
Filcb. At his lock “, fir, at the Crooked Billet. 

Lock. Very well.—T have nothing more with vol. 

[Exit Filch.] Vll go to him there, for I have mat 

important affairs to ſettle with him; and in the way 0 

thoſe tranſactions, I'Il artfully get into his ſecret.—90 

that Macheath ſhall noi l day longer out of 11 

clutches. . 1 f 22 bo Nair * [Extt 


* A cant word, ſignifying a warchouſe where ſtolen goods i 


ends, 
end. 


N, ar 
r-Teach 


Ng We 


; them. 


and will do nothing. 
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SCENE Ill, a Gaming-houſe. . 


3 | Macheath in 4 fine tarniſy/d coat, Ben. Budge,  - 


Matt. of the Mint. 


. Mach. Tam forry, gentlemen, the road was ſo bar- 
Wren of money. When my friends are in difficulties, I 
Wan _—_— that my fortune can be ſerviceable to 


gives them money.] You ſee, gentlemen, I 
am not a mere court-friend, who profeſſes every thing 


AIR XLIV. Lillibulero. 
The modes of the court ſo common are grown, 
That a true friend can hardly be met; 
Friendſhip for intereſt is but a loan, 
. Which they let out for what they can get. 

Dis true, you find 5 | 
Some friends ſakind, 1 i 
Who awill give you good counſel themſelves to defend. 

In forrowful ditty, 
They promiſe, they pity, | 
But ſhift you for money from friend to friend. 


But we, gentlemen, have till honour enough to break 
through the corruption of the world. — And while I 


can ſerve you, you may command me. 


Ben. It grieves my heart that ſo generous a man 
ſhould be involy'd in ſuch difficulties, as oblige him to 
live with ſuch ill company, and herd with gameſters. 

Matt. See the partiality of mankind ! One man 
may ſteal a horſe, better than another look over a 
hedge —Of all mechanics, of all ſervile handycrafts- 


men, a gameſter is the vileſt. But yet, as many of the 


quality are of the profeſſion, he is admitted amongſt 


— company. I wonder we are not more reſ- 

Mach. There will be deep play to-night at Marys 
bone, and conſequently money may be pick d up vpon 
the road. Meet me there, and I'll give you the hint 
who is worth ſetting. _ | HO 


F 3 


1 


* 
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Matt. The fellow with a brown coat with a narroy 
gold'binding, fam told, is never wit lou t money. 

Mach. What do you mean, Matt ?—Sure you wil 
not think of meddling with him! — He's a good honet 
kind of a fellow, and one of us. 

Ben. To be ſure, fir, we will put ourſelves unde 
your direction. | | 
roulean, or two; would prove a pretty ſort of ane 
pedition. I hate extortion! FFF 
Malt. Thoſe rouleaus are very pretty things. 
hate your bank-bills—there is ſuch a hazard in putting 
them off, . 

Mach. There is a certain man of diſtinction, who in 
his time hath nick'd me out of a great deal of the fes. 
dy. He is in my caſh, Ben ;—T'll point him out to you 
this evening, and you ſhall draw upon him for the deb. 

— The company are met; I hear the dice-box in tht 
other room. So, gentlemen, your ſervant. Tou! 

meet me at Marybone. | | 


 SCEN E IV. Peachum's Lock 
A Table with Wine, Brandy, Pipes and Tobacco. 


Peachum, Lockit. 


Lech. The coronation account, brother Peachun, is 
of ſo intricate a nature, that I believe it will never be 
ſettled. | | | | 

Peach. It conſiſts indeed of a great variety of art: 
cles.— It was worth to our people, in fees of different 
kinds, above ten inſtalments.— This is part of the ac- 
count, brother, that lies open before us. 0 

Lock. A lady's tale of rich brocade-=that, I ſee, 1 
diſpos'd of. 5 
Peach, To. Mrs. Diann Frapes, the tally- woman, 
and ſhe will make a good hand on't in ſhoes and ſlippers 

to trick out young ladies, upon their going into keep- 
1Iing.— 
| Leeb. But J don't ſee any article of the jewels. 

Peach, Theſe are fo well known, that they muſt be 

ſent abroad you'll find them enter d under the an 


\ 


Mach. Have an eye upon the money · lenders.—4 


. 
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Nor exportation. As for the ſnuff-boxes, watches, 
ſwords, &c.—T thought it beſt to enter them under 
BS their ſeveral heads. | 

WW 7.4. Seven and twenty women's pockets complete, 
Vith the ſeveral things therein contain'd; all ſeal'd, 
WE number'd, and enter'd. | 

= Peach. But, brother, it is impoſlible for us now to 
enter upon this affair. —We ſhould have the whole day 


. before us.—Beſides, the account of the laſt half year's 
in en * plate is in a book by itſelf, which lies at the other 
1 lock. Bring us then more liquor. — To-day ſhall be 
ating p for pleaſure to- mor TOW for buſineſs. —Ah, brother, 


+ | thoſe daughters of ours are two ſlippery huſſies keep 


ho bt; a watchful eye upon Polly, and Mac eath in a day of 
es two ſhall be our own again. | 
debt, RS AIR XLV. Down in the North Country. 


Lock. What gudgeons are we men! 4 
Ew'ry woman's ecfy preps — = 
Though we hade felt tbe hac, agen 
We bite, and they betray, 
The bird that hath been trapt, 
When he beaxs his calling mates. 
To her he flies, again he's clapt 
Within the wiry grate. 


Peach, But what ſignifies catching the bird, if your 
daughter Lucy will ſet open the door of the cage? 


| frailties of their wives and daughters, no friends could 

keep a good correſpondence together for two days.— 

This is unkind of you, brother ; for, among good 

tends, what they fay or do goes for nothipg, 

Enter @ Servant. | | 

Serv, Sir, here's Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to ſpeak 

with you. | 3 | 

Peach. Shall we admit her, brother Lockit ? * 

Lock. By all means ſhe's a good cuſtomer, and a 


Lock. If men were anſwerable for the follies and 


fine ſpoken woman and a woman who drinks and talks 

lo freely will enliven the converſation, Ex 
Peach. Deſire her to walk in. [Exit Servant. 

| | F 4 SCENE 


ö 
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SCENE Y. 
Enter Mrs. Trapes. 


Peach. -Dear Mrs. Dye, our ſervant—— _ 
_ i Row _ that 3 gin is — OY * 3 
rapes. | was always very curious in my li 
Lock. There is a ps breath like 1 nut 
have been long acquainted with the flavour of tho a gol 
* — I, Mrs. Dye / : 
Trapes. Fil it up I take as large draughts of _ 
Uquor, as I did of love. I hate a — in _ 
AIR XLVI. A ſhepherd kept ſheep, Ge. "Tis 
In the days of my youth I could bill likea dove, fa, la, la, &. gent 
 Litea —_ at all times was ready for love, fa, la, la, 2 5. 
e. 5 noth 
The life of all mortals in kiſſing ſbould paſs cider 
Lip to lip while we're young, 14 the 2 to the glu der t 
| fa, la, &c. pers 1 4 penc 
But now, Mr. Peachum, to our buſineſs, If you have — 
blacks of any kind, brought in of late; mantoes— P 
velvet ſcarfs—petticoats—let it be what it will-—1 of! 
am your chap for all my ladies are very fond of 7 
mourning. | of n 
Peach. Why, look ye, Mrs. Dye you. deal ſo her 
hard with us, that we can afford to give the gentlemen, at m 
who venture their lives for the goods, little or nothing. to 
Trapes. The hard times oblige me to go very near own 
in my dealing ——'To be ſure, of late years I have deen 
been a great ſufferer. by the parliament. ——Three dies, 
thouſand pounds would hardly make me amends — L 
The a& for deſtroying the Mint was a ſevere cut upon 7 
our buſineſs till then, if a euſtomer ſtept out of the mate 
way —we knew where to have her——no doubt you tain 
know Mrs. Coaxer— there's a wench now (till to- II 
day) with a good ſuit of cloaths of mine upon her back, your 
and I could never ſet eyes upon her for three months we! 
together. Since the act too againſt impriſonment you 
for ſinall ſums, my loſs there too hath been very conſi- preſ 
derable ; and it muſt be ſo, when a lady can borrow a ing! 


handſome petticoat, or a clean gown, and I not * 
| | 2 the 
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the leaſt hank upon her: And, o' my conſcience, now- 
a-days moſt ladies take a delight in cheating, when they 
can do it with ſafety. | 
| Peach. Madam, you had a handſome gold watch of 
us Pother day for ſeven guineas —Confidering we 
mult have our profit—to a gentleman upon the road, 
a gold watch will be ſcarce worth the taking. 1 
Trages. Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that watch was re- 


markable, and not of very ſafe ſale. — If you have any 


black velvet ſcarfs they are a handſome winter wear; 
and take with moſt gentlemen who deal with my cuſ- 
tomers. — Tis- I that put the ladies upon a good foot. 
E 'Tis not youth or beauty that fixes their price. The 
gentlemen always pay according to their dreſs, fromm half 
a crown to two guineas; and yet thoſe huſſies make 
| nothing of bilking of me - Then too, allowing for ac- 
cidents.— Il have eleven fine cuſtomers now down un- 
| der the ſurgeon's hand, — what with fees and other ex- 
pences, there are great goings-out, and no comings-in, 
and not a farthing to Pay for at leaſt a month's cloath- 
ing. We run great riſques—great riſques indeed. 
| Peach. As I remember, you faid ſomething juſt now! 


| of Mrs. Coaxer. . 


Trapes Yes, ſir.— To be ſure I ftript her of a ſuit 
of my own cloaths about two hours ago; and have left 
her as the ſhould be, in her ſhift, with a lover of her's 
at my houſe She call'd him up ſtairs, as he was going 
to Marylemt id a backney-coach, — And J hope, for her 
own fake and mine, ſhe will perſugde the captain to re- 
2 her, for the captain is very generous to the la- 

ies. , C 

Lock. What captain? 


71 


Trapes. He thought I did not know him.— An inti- 


mate acquaintance of yours, Mr. Peachum only cap- 
| tain Matheath——ags fine as a lord. | 

Peach.. To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet 
your own price upon any of the goods you like- - 


we have at leaſt half a dozen velvet ſcarfs, and, all at 
your ſervice, Will you give me leave to make you a 
preſent of this ſuit of night-cloaths for your own wear-. 
ing But are you ſure it is captain Macheath ? 

| F Trapes. 


EEO IR - 
. 
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Trapes. Though he thinks I have forgot him; ng 
body knows him better. I have taken a great deal of 


the captain's money in my tine, at ſecond-hand, f | 
always loved to wh his ladies well dreſt. 5 * wh 
Peach. Mr. Lockit and I have + little buſineſs with 
the captain ; you underitand ne — and we wil 
fatisfy you for Mrs. Coaxer's debt. = 
Lock. Depend upon it -we will deal like men 
of honour. %a par 
Trapes. IT don't enquire after your affairs laſt 
whatever happens, I waſh my hands on't.——It hath MW per 
always been my maxim, that one friend ſhould aſſiſ ſpfle 
another. But if you pleaſe III take one of the A 
ſcarfs home with me, tis always good to have ſome- 
thing in hand. . | - + CLE DET, OF. 04 
SCENE VI. Neugate. 
8 _— 
Jealouſy, rage, love, and fear, are at once tearing 
me to pieces. How Iam weather-beaten and (hattei'd 
with diſtreſſes ? - FIRE 
AIR XLVII. One evening having loſt my way. 1 
Pm like a ſtiſf on the ocean toft, | | dan 
' New high, now low, abith each pill born, ſuff 
With her rudder broke, and ber anchor , ES 
' Deſerted and all fanlrn. will 
White thus Ilie rolling and tiſſing all nigbt, FYu 
That Polly lies ſporting on ſeas of delight! - "RR 7 
Revenge, revenge, rewenge ach 
Shall appeaſe niy reſtleſs ſprite. * 
I have the rats-bane ready. —T run no riſque; for I can 2 
lay her death upon the gin; and ſo many die of that 
naturally, that 1 ſhall never be ealbd in queſtion.— = 
But fay I were to be bang d LI never could be hang oe 
for any thing that would give me greatet comfort, than a. 
the poi ſoning that lunn . : mip 


Enitr But 
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Enter Filch. | 
Filch. Madam, here's our Miſs Polly come to wait 


upon you. 
Lucy. Show her in. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Polly. 
Lucy. Dear madam, your ſervant.—I hope you will 


EE pardon my paſſion, when I was ſo happy to ſee you 


laſt. ——I was ſo over-run with the ſpleen, that I was 


& perfectly out of myſelf. And really when one hath the 
& ſpleen, every thing is to be excuſed by a friend. 


AIR XLVIII. Now Roper, Til tell thee, becauſe 
thou'rt my ſon, : 
When a wife's in her pout, 
(As ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt) 
The good huſtand as meek as a lamb, 
Her wapours to ftill, 
Firſt grants her her will, 
And the quicting draught is a dram. 

Poor man! And the quieting ample is a dram. 
——[ wiſh all our quarrels might have ſo comfortable a 
reconciliation, A | 

Polly. I have no excuſe for my own behaviour, ma- 
dam, but my misfortunes, And really, madam, I 


ſuffer too upon your account. | | 
Lucy. But, Miſs Polly in the way of friendſhip, 


will you give me leave to propoſe a glaſs of cordial to 


you ? BD 
Polly. Strong-waters are apt to give me the head- 
ache——l hope, madam, you will excuſe me, 8 

Lucy. Not the greateſt lady in the land could have 
better in her cloſet, for her own private drinking. 
Vou ſeem mighty low in ſpirits, my dear. 

Polly. J am ſorry, madam, my health will not allow 
me to accept of your offer. I ſhould not have left 


you in the rude manner I. did when we met laſt, ma- 


dam, had not my papa haul'd me away ſo unexpectedly. 
Alas indeed ſomewhat provok'd, and perhaps 
might uſe tome expreſſions that were diſreſpectful. 
But really, madam, the captain treated me with ſo 

| | much 
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much contempt and cruelty, that I deſerved your pity 
Tather than your reſentment. | | | 

Lucy. But ſince his eſcape, no doubt all matters are 
mace up again. — Ah Polly ! Pally ! "tis I am the un- 
happy wife; and he loves you as if you were only his 
miſtreſs. 2 

Polly. Sure, madam, you cannot think me fo happy 
as to be the object of your jealouſy. 


ways afraid of a woman who loves him too well %o WE 


that I muſt expect to be neglected and avoided. 
Lucy. Then our cafes, my dear Polly, are exaQty 
alike, Both of us indeed have been too fond. 


AIR XLIX. O Beſh Bell, xe. 


Polly. A curſe attends that woman's love 
Who always would be pleaſing. 

Lucy. The pertneſs of the billing dove, 

Like tickling, is but teazing. 
Polly. What then in love can woman do? 
Lucy. JI we prow fond they ſhun us. 
Polly. And when we fly them, they purſue: 
Lucy. But leave us when they've won us. 


Lucy, Love is ſo very whimſical in both ſexes, that 
it is impoſſible to be laſting —But my heart is particu- 
lar, and contradicts my own obſervation. 

Polly. But really, miſtreſs Lucy, by his laſt behaviour, 
I think lought to envy you. —When I was forced from 
him, he did not ſhew the leaft tenderneſs. —But, pec- 
haps, he hath a heart not capable of it. | 


AIR I. Wou'd fate to me Belinda give. 
Among the men, coquets we find, | 
Who court by turns all woman-kind ; 


And we grant all their hearts deſir d, 
When they are flatter'd and admir'd. 


The coquets of both ſexes are ſelf-Joyers, and that is 
a love no other whatever can diſpoſſeſs. I fear, m 
dear Lucy, our huſband is one of thoſe, 

Lucy. Away with theſe melancholy refleQions, — 
indeed, my dear. Polly, we are both of us a cup too 
low.—Let me prevail upon you, to accept of my Ar 


AIR LI. Come, ſweet laſs. 


Come, feweet laſs, 
Let's baniſh ſorrow 
Till to-morrow z 
Come, ſweet laſs, 
Let's take a chirping glaſs. 
Wine can clear * 
The vapours of deſpair; 
And make us light as air; | 
Then drink, and baniſh care. 


And I muſt perſuade you to what I know will do you 
good. —I ſhall now ſoon be even with the hypocritical 


SCENE VII 


= Polly, All this wheedling of Lucy cannot be for no- 
Wthing.—At this time too! when I know ſhe hates me! 
be diſſembling of a woman is always the fore-run- 
ner of miſchief.—By pouring ſtrong waters down my 
throat, ſhe thinks to pump ſome ſecrets out of me 
ll be upon my guard, and won't taſte a, drop of her 
liquor, I'm reſolv'd. | 9 


SCE. 
Enter Lucy, with ftrong-waters. 
| Lucy, Come, Miſs Polly 


ble to no purpoſe. —You muſt, _— cc me. 
Lucy. Really, Miſs Polly, you are fo ſqueamiſhly 
affected about taking a cup of ſtrong-waters, as a lady 


before company. I vow, Polly, I ſhall take it mon- 
ſtrouſly ill if you refuſe me.—Brandy and men (though 


Jus with ſome relutance—unleſs *tis in private. 
Polly. I proteſt, madam, it goes againſt me. What 
do I fee! Macheath again in cuſtody ! — Now every 
Welmmering of happinels is loft. 
[ Drops the glaſs of liquor on the ground. 
Lucy. Since things are thus, I'm glad the wench 
; hath eſcap'd: for by this event, *tis plain, ſhe was not 
appy enough to deſerve to be poiſon'd. . 

5 2 SCENE 
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can't bear, child, to ſee you in ſuch low ſpirits.— 


ſtumpet. [{/de.] [Exit. | 


| Polly. Indeed, child, you have given yourſelf trou- 


vomen love them never ſo well) are always taken by 
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Enter Lockit, Macheath, and Peachum. 

Lock. Set your heart to reſt, captain.— Vou hate 
neither the chance of love or money for another eſcape 
—for you are order'd to be call'd down upon your tri 
Immediately. | - kt 

Peach. Away, huſſies !—This is not a time for: 
man to be hamper'd with his wives.—You fee, the gen- 
tleman is in chains already. 

Lucy. O hufband, huſband, my heart long'd to ſo 
thee ; but to ſee thee thus diſtracts me! 
Polly. Will not my dear huſband look upon his Polh? 
Why hadſt thou not flown to me for protection? with 
me thou hadſt been ſafe. ; 


AIR LII. The laſt time I went o'er the moor. 


Polly. Hither, dear huſband, turn your eyes. 
Lucy. Be/taw one glance to cheer me. 
Polly. Think with that look, thy Polly dies. 
Lucy. O Hun me not, but hear me. 


Polly. 7is Polly ſues. | 8 
Lucy. == - at is Lucy ſpeaks. LN 
Polly. Is thus true Love requited ? Fake « 
Lucy. My heart is burſting. | you 
Polly Mine too breaks. 
Lucy. Muſt I, t £ | 
Polly Muſt I be ſlighted? a 
Mach. What would you have me ſay, ladies — Fon 0 
ſee, this affair will ſoon be at an end, without my di 7 
obliging either of you. 1 : 1 
Peach. But the ſettling this point, captain, might 75 
prevent a lawſuit between your two widows. 4 
AIR LIII. Tom Tinker*s my true love, Cc. 1 
Mach. Which way ſhall I turn me how can I decidt, n 
Wives, the day of our death, are as fond as a bridt. 


One wife is too much for moſt huſbands to hear, 

But two at a time there's no mortal can bear. : 

This way, and that way, and which way 1 wil 

What -would comfort the one, other wife evould 
take ill, | | 

Paly. 
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Polly. But if his own misfortunes have made him in- 
ſenſibſe to mine — a father ſure will be more compaſ- 
ſionate.— Dear, dear fir, ſink the material evidence, 

| and bring him off at his trial Poly upon her knees 
begs it of you. 


AIR LIV. I am a poor ſhepherd undone. 


When my hero in court appears, 
Ai ſtands arraign'd for his life, 
Then think of poor Polly's tears; 
For ah ! poor Polly's his wife. 
Like the ſailor he holds up his hand, 
Diftreft on the daſhing ware, 
To die a dry death at land, 
Is as bad as a watry grave. 
And alas, poor Polly! 
Alack, and well-a-day ! 
Before ] was in love, 


Oh every month was May. 


Lucy. If Peachum's heart is harden'd; ſure you, fir, 
vill have more compaſſion on a daughter J know 
the evidence is in your power. How then can 
you be a tyrant to me? [Kneeling. 


AIR LV. Izutbe the lovely, Oc. 


When be holds up his hand arraign'd for his lift, 
O think of your daughter, and think I'm his wife! 
What are cannons, or bombs, or claſhing of ſwords ! 
| For death is more certain by witneſſes words. 
Then nail up their lips, thut dread thunder allay ; . 
And each month of my life will hereafter be May. 


Loch. Macheath's time is come, Lycy, —— ; We 


| know our own affairs, therefore let us have no more 
| whimpering or Whining. | 


AIR 
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ATR LVI. A cobler there was, Ec. 


Ourſelves, like the great, to ſecure a retreat, 
When matters require it, muſt give up our gang : 
And good reaſon why, 
Or inſtead of the fry, 
Ev'a Peachum and 7, 3 
Like poor petty raſcals might hang, bang; 
Like poor petty raſcals might hang. 


Peach. Set your heart at reſt, Polly. — Your 
huſband is to die to-day. Therefore, if you 
are not already provided, tis high time to look about 
for another. There's comfort for you, you ſlut. 

_ We are ready, fir, to conduct you to the 0!d 
Baily. | 3 5 

AIR LVII. Bonny Dundze. 

Mach. The charge is prepar d, the lawyers are met ; 
The judges all rang d (a terrible ſhow ! ) 
1 go undiſmay d,——for death is a debt, 
A debt on demand, Jo, take what I owe. 
Then, farewell, my love, — dear charmers aditu, 
Contented I die—————tis the better for you. 
Here ends all diſpute the ref! of our lives, 
For this way at once I pleaſe all my wives. 

| Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend you. 
* [Exeunt Peachum, Lockit, and Macheati. 

SCENE XI. | 

Polly. Follow them, Filch, to the court. - And when 
the trial is over, bring me a particular account of his 
behaviour, and of every thing that -happen'd. 
Vou'll find me here with miſs Lucy. ¶ Exit Filch.) 
But why is all this muſic ? : 

Lucy. The priſoners, whoſe trials are put off till 
next ſeſſion, are diverting themſelves, „ 

Polly. Sure there is nothing fo charming as muſic! 
Pm fond of it to diſtraction But alas !——now all 
mirth ſeems an inſult upon my affliction. Let us re- 
tire, my dear Lucy, and indulge our ſorrows. 
The noiſy crew, you ſee, are coming upon us. 


A dance of priſoners in chains, * 


CEN 


¶ [Exeunt, 


8 ( 


Since 
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8 CEN E XII. The Condemn'd Hold 
Macheath, in a melancholy paſture. 
AIR LVIII. Happy Groves. 


O cruel, cruel, cruel caſe ! 


Muſt I fuffer this diſgrace ? 


AIR LIX. Of all the girls that are fo fart 
Of all the friends in time of grief, 
When threat ning death looks grimmer, 
Not one /o fare can bring relief, | 
As this beſt friend a brimmer. [Drinks. 
AIR LX. Britons ſtrike home: 


Since [ muſt ſawing, —T ſcorn, 1 ſcorn to Wince or whine. 


[riſes, 
AIR LXI. Chevy Chaſe. 


But now again my ſpirits fink ; 
| III raiſe them high with wine. [Drinks a glaſs of wine. 


AIR LXII. To old fir Simos the king. 


But valour the ſtronger grows, 
The ſtronger liquor we're drinking. : 
And how can awe feel our woes, . 


When abe ve loſt the trouble of thinking + ? [Diin * - 


AIR LXIII. Joy to great Cæſar. 


IF. thas A man can die 
Much bolder with brandy. 
[Pours out a bumper of brandy. 


AIR LXIV. There was an old woman, Oc. 


d I drink off this bumper And now ] can fland the teſt, 
And my comrades rs ſhall ſee, that I die as brave as the beſt. 
[Drinks. 


AIR LXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant ſailor. 


But can I leave my pretty bufſies, 
Without one tear, or tender figh ? 


AIR 


friend. 
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AIR LXVI. Why are mine eyes fill flowing, 


Their eyes, their lips, their buſſes, 
Recall my love. Ah muſt I die ! 


ATR LXVII. Green ſleeves. 


Fi nes laws were made for ev'ry degree, 
To curb vice in others as well as me, 
{ wonder we han better company 
Don Tyburn zree/ 
But gold from law can take out the fling ; 
And if rich men like us were to ſewing, 
'T would thin the land, ſuch numbers to ftring 
Upon Tyburn tree. 
Jailor. Some friends of yours, captain, deſire to be 
admitted. I leave you together. 


SCENE N 
Enter Ben Budge, Matt of the Mint. 


Mach. For my having broke priſon, you ſee, gents 
men, I am ordered immediate execution. The ſhe- 
riffs officers, I believe, are now at the door. 


That Jemmy Twitcher ſhould peach me, I own fur- 


prized me 'Tis a plain proof that the world 5 
all alike, and that even our gang can no more truſt one 
another than other people. Therefore, I beg you, ger- 
tlemen, look well to yourſelves, for, in all probadility, 
you may live ſome months longer. 2 
Matt. We are heartily ſorry, captain, for your miſ⸗ 
fortune. But tis what we muſt all come to. 
Mach. Peachum and Lockit, you know, are infamous 
ſcoundrels. Their lives are as much in your power, 
as yours are in theirs. Remember your dying 
"Tis my laſt requeſt. Bring 
gallows before you, and I am fe- 


thoſe villains to the 

tisſie d. | 
Matt. Weill do't. : 

Jailor. Miſs Polly and miſs Lucy intreat a word with 

you. 

, Mach, Gentlemen, adieu. 5 ; 

[Exeunt Ben Budge, and Matt of the Mint, 

SCENE 
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SCENE XV. 
| Enter Lucy and Polly. 
Mach. My dear Lucy my dear Polly 
| Whatſoever hath paſt between us, is now at an end. 
If you are fond of marrying again, the beſt 
| advice ] can give you, is to ſhip yourſelves off for the 
Weſt-Indies, where you'll have a fair chance of getting 
a huſband a-piece ; or by good look, two or three, as 
you like beſt. | | 
Polly. How can ] ſupport this ſight ! 1 
Lucy. There is nothing moves one ſo much as a great 
| man in diſtreſs. | 5 
AIR LXVIII. All you that muſt take a leap, c. 
Lucy. Wou'd I might be hang'd! 
Poll And I would ſo too ! 
Lucy. To be hang'd with you, | 
Polli. My dear, with you. 
Mach. O leave me to thought / I fear ! I doubt! 
| I tremble! I droop See my courage is out. 


be 


- [Turns up the empty bottle. 
= Polly. No token of love? | 

: Mach, - - - - - » » See my courage is out. 

a [Turns up the empty pot. 
= Lucy. No token of love? _. | 
| Polly, - = - - = = = = - Adieu | 

; Lucy. —— 2 Farewell. 


Mach. But bark! I hear the toll of the bell. 


| Mach. What——four wives more! This 1s too 
. much. Here——rell the ſheriffs officers I am 
; ready. [Exeunt. 


SCHEMES XV. 
Enter Beggar and Player. 


Play. But, honeſt friend, T hope you don't intend that 
Machzath ſhall be really executed. 

Beg Mott certainly, ſir.. To make the piece 
berfect, I was for doing ſtrict poetical juſtice.. 
| Macheath is to be hang d; and for the other perſonages 

| of 
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of the drama, the audience muſt have ſuppoſed they 


were all either hang'd or tranſported. 

Play. Why then, friend, this is a downright deep 
tragedy. The cataſtrophe is manifeſtly wrong, for a 
opera muſt end happily, 

Beg. Your objection, fir, is very juſt; and is eafi 


removed: for you muſt allow, that in this kind of 


drama, tis no matter how abſurdly things are brought 
about 
and cry a reprieve let the priſoner be brought back 
to his wives in triumph. EY 

Play. All this we muſt do to comply with the taſte 
of the town. | 

Beg. Through the whole piece you may obſerve ſuch 
a ſimilitude of manners in high and low life, that it i 
difficult to determine whether (in the faſhionable vice: 
the fine gentlemen imitate the gentlemen of the road, 


— — 


* you rabble there ——< | 


or the gentlemen of the road the fine gentlemen.— | 


Had the play remain'd as I at firſt intended, it would 
have carried a moſt excellent moral : *twould have 
ſhown that the lower ſort of people have their vice 
in a degree as well as the rich; and that they are pu- 
niſh'd for them, N | 


SCENSE AVI: 
Enter to them Macheath, with rabble, &c. 


Mach. So, it ſeems I am not left to my choice, but 
muſt have a wife at laſt. Look ye, my dears, we 


will have no controverſy now. Let us give this day t0 


mirth, and I am fure ſhe who thinks herſelf my wife, 
will teſtify her joy by a dance. 

All. Come, a dance —a dance. 

Mach. Ladies, I hope you will give me leave to 


preſent a partner to each of you. And (if I may 


without offence) for this time, /I take Polly for mine. 
And for life, you ſlut, for we were really mar- 
As for the reſt. But at preſent keep 


ried. 


your own ſecret. [To Polly 


A DANCE. 


AIR 


I Cho 
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AIR LXIX. Lumps of Pudding, Cc. 


Thus I Hand like a Turk, with his doxies around; 
From all fides their glances his paſſion confound : 
| For black, brown, and fair, his inron/tancy burns, 
And the different beauties ſubdue him by turn. 
Each calls forth her charms to provoke his dejires : 
| Though willing to all; with but one he retires, 
But think of, this maxim and put off all fret: 
The auretch of to-day, may be happy to-morrow. 


Y Chorus, But think of this maxim, &C. 


Sd 


A TABLE 


LT hrough all the employments of 2 
II. is woman that ſeduces all mankind. 
III. If any wench Venus's girdle wear, 


IV. If love the wirgin's heart invade. 
V. A maid is like the golden ore. 


VI. Virgins are like the fair flower in its luſtre. 66 
VII. Our Polly is a,fad flut ! nor heeds what 


| We have taught her. 
VIII. Can lowe be contrould by advice? 
IX. O Polly, you might hawe toy'd and hiſt. 
X. I, like a ſhip in florms, was toe. 
. 4 fax may fleal your hens, fir. 
XII. Oh, ponder well! be not ſevere. 
XII. The turtle thus with plaintive crying. 
XIV. Pretty Polly, /ay. 
XV. My heart was ſo free. 
XVI. Were l laid on — s Conſe. 
XVII. O what pain itis te part ! 
XVIII. The miſer thus a fhilling ſees. 


Page 59 
bo 
62 
63 
6; 


A C3 © 
AIR | : 

XIX. Fill ev'ry glaſs for wine inſpires us. 
page 78 

XX. Let us take the road. 79 
XXI. If the heart of a man is depreft with 

| care. | 80 
XXII. Youth's the ſeaſon made for joys. 82 
XXIII. Before the barn-door crowing. 83 


A TasBLs of the Arxs. 


XXIV. The gameſters and lawyers are jugglers 
; | 8 


alike. 


| | 4 
XXV. At the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure. 85 


 XXVI. 


Man may eſcape from rope and gun. 


86 


XXVII. Thus when a good houſewife ſees a rat. 87 


XXVII. 


—— — 


like a dove, fa, la, la, &c. 


104 
XLVII. 


Hoa cruel are the traytors. ibid. 
XXIX. The firſt time at the looking: glaſs. 
XXX. When you cenſure the ape. go 
XXXI. Is then his fate decreed, fir ? 91 
XXXII. You'll think e er many days enſue. ibid. 
XXXIII. If you at an office ſolicit your due. 93 
| XXXIV. Thus when the ſwallow ſeeking prey, 93 
| XXXV. Hoa bafpy could I be with either. ibid. 
XXXVI. Pm bubbled. 94 
XXXVII. Ceaſe your funning. ibid. 
XXXVIII. Why how now, madam Flirt. 95 
XXXIX. No power on earth can &er divide. 96 
| XL. I like the fox ſhall. grieve. 9 
A 
AIR 
XLI. When young at the bar you firſt taught 
me to [core. | 9 
XLII. My love is all madneſs and folly. 99 
XLIII. Thus gameſlers united in friendſhip 
are found. 5 ibid. 
XLIV. The modes of the court fo common are 
grown. 101 
XL. What gudgeons are we nen? 10 
XLVI. In the days of my youth, I could Bil! 


A TasLE of the AI RS. 
AIR | 
XLVII. Ian lite a fkiff on the ocean toſt. page i 
XLVIII. When a wife's in her pout. 10 
XLIX. A curſe attends that woman's love. 0 
L. Among the men, coquets awe find. ibid 
1 LI. Come, ſweet laſs. * I9 
5 LII. Hither, dear huſband, turn your eyes, 110 
LIN. Which way ſball I turn nes? jj 
LIV. When my hero in court appears. 11 WE 
LV. When he holds up his band, arraignd P 
=..." 0 0 | 3 ib, 
LVI. Ourſelves, like the great, to ſecure a 
5 retreat. 3 In 
LVII. The charge is prepar d, the lawyers are 
| _ as 
LVIII. © cruel, cruel, cruel cafe. Th 


LIX. Of all the friends in time of grief. ibid, 
LX. Since I muſt ſaving, L ſcorn, I ſcorn 


to wince or whine. ibid. 
LXI. But now again my ſpirits fink. ibid 
LXII. But valiur the ſtronger grows. ibid, 
LXIII. If thus — A man can die. = Ibid, 
LXIV. So 1 drink off this bumper.——— And now 


I can fland the teſt. | ibid, 
LXV. But can [ leave my pretty huſſies. ibid 
LXVI. Their eyes, their lips, their buſſes. Iii 
LXVII. Since laws were made for ev'ry degree. ibi. 
LXVIII. Would I might be hang'd! WB 
LXIX. Thus I fand like a Turk, with his 
doxies around. 117 
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Raro antecedentem ſceleſtum 
Deſeruit pede pœna claudo. HoR, 
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SF TER MI. Rich and I were agreed 
J upon terias and conditions for bringing 
| this piece or. the ſtage, and that every 
| & thing was ready for a rehearſal, the lord 
TFhamberlain ſent an order from the country to 
rohibit Mr. Rich to ſuffer any play to be rehearſed 
Wpon his ſtage till it had been firſt of all ſuperviſed 
y his Grace. As ſoon as Mr. Rich came from 
is Grace's ſecretary (who had ſent for him to re- 
elve the before-mentioned order) he came to my 
fene and acquainted me with the orders he had 
ceived, 
| Upon the lord chamberlain's coming to town, 
was confined by ſickneſs, but in four or five days 
went abroad on purpoſe 'to wait upon his Grace, 
With a faithful and genuine copy of this piece, ex- 
pting the errata of the tranſcriber, _ 
As I have heard ſeveral ſuggeſtions and falſe in- 
nuations concerning the copy: I take this occa- 
on in the moſt ſolemn manner to affirm, that the 
ry copy I delivered to Mr, Rich, was written in 
own hand, ſome months before, at the Bazh, 
Mm my own firſt foul blotted papers; from this, 
at forthe Playhouſe was tranſcribed, from whence 
Ir. Stele the prompter, copied that which I de- 
[ | G 2 livered 


} 


= 
cr — 


1 


livered to the lord chamberlain : and, excepting 
my own foul blotted papers, I do proteſt I knoy 
of no other copy whatſoever, than thoſe I hay 
mentioned. _ 
- The copy which I gave into the hands of M. 
Rich had been ſeen before by ſeveral perſons of the 
greateſt diſtinction and veracity, who will be read 
to do me the honour and juſtice to atteſt i; 6 
that not only by them, but by Mr. Rich and M. 
Stede, I can (againſt all infinuation or poſitive a. 
firmation) prove in the moſt clear and undeniable 
manner, if occaſion required, what I have her 
upon my own honour and credit aſſerted. The 
Introduction indeed was not ſhewn to the loi 
chamberlain, which, as I had not then quit Wi 
ſetiled, was never tranſcribed in the playhout . 
copy. | 
11 was on Saturday morning, December 7ti, 
1728, that I waited upon the lord chamberlain;! 
defired to have the honour of reading the operat 
his Grace, but he ordered me to leave it with hin, 
which I did, upon expectation of having it r: 
turned on the Monday following; but I had it nd 
till Thurſday, December 12, when I received 
from his Grace with this anſwer ; that it wu 
* not allowed to be afled, but commanded to be ſi 
pre. This was told me in general, . witho 
any reaſons aſligned, or any charge againſt me 
my having given any particular offence. 
Since this prohibition I have been told, that] 
am accuſed, in general terms, of having writ 
many diſaffected libels and ſeditious pampfles 
As it hath ever been my utmoſt ambition (if tu 
word may be uſed upon this occaſion) to led! 
quiet and inoffenſive life, I thought my innocem 


in this particular would never have required a} 
1 5 tisicatiol. 


= — 
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-Fcation ; and as this kind of writing is what 1 
Eve ever deteſted, and never practiſed, I am per- 
Wſuaded ſo groundleſs a calumny can never be be- 
Hiered, but by thoſe who do not know me. But 
as general aſperſions of this ſort have been caſt. 
upon me, I think myſelf called upon to declare my 
principles; and I do, with the ſtricteſt truth, af- 
im, that I am as loyal a ſubject, and as firmly 
attached to the preſent happy eſtabliſhment, as 
Eany of thoſe who have the greateſt places or pen- 
ons. I have been informed too, that, in the fol- 
E lowing play, I have been charged with writing im- 
moralities ; that it is filled with ſlander and ca- 
lumny againſt particular great perſons; and that 
[majeſty itſelf is endeavoured to be brought into ri- 
dicule and contempt. = 
| As I knew that every one of theſe charges was 
in every point abſolutely falſe and without the leaſt 
grounds, at firſt I was not at all affected by them; 
but when I found they were ſtill iniſted upon, and 
that particular paſſages, which were not in the 
play were quoted and propagated to ſupport what 
had been ſuggeſted, I could no longer bear to lie 
under theſe falſe accuſations; ſo by printing it, 
] have ſubmitted and given up all preſent views of 
profit which might acc: ue from the ſtage, which 
undoubtedly will be ſame ſatisfaction to the wor- 
thy gentlemen who have treated me with ſo much 
candour and humanity, ahd repreſented me in ſuch 
favourable colours. 
But as I am conſcious to myſelf, that my only 
intention was to laſh, in general, the reigning and 
faſhionable vices, and to recommend and ſet vir- 
tue in as amiable a ligh: as I could; to juſtify and 
vindicate my own character, I thought myſelf 
GY obliged 


—— — —— 
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E ACE 
obliged to print the Opera without delay in th 


8 I have done. 5 255 
s the play was principally deſigned for FM 
ſentation, I hope, when it is read, 41 will . EF 
dered in that light : and when all that hath be 18 
ſaid againſt it ſhall appear to be entirely miſunde. 8 


ſtood or miſrepreſented; if, ſome time he 
ne 
ſhould be permitted to appear on the ſtage, I un 
it neceſſary to acquaint the public, that, as far a 
aà contract of this kind can be binding, I am e. 
gaged to Mr. Rich to have it repreſented upon hi | 
ꝛeatre. | 


— 
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March 25, 1729. 
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1 CANES DATA SAIANSAEANSINAE 


IN TRODUCTION. 


POET, FEAYER 


* 
* 


5 0n. 


. F. Sequel to a play is like more laſt words. 
| 1 It is a kind of abſurdity z and really, ſir, 
| : A you have prevailed upon me to purſue 


| this Pls _ 4 Ine. _ 
en 1} Player, Be the ſucceſs as it will, 
| hy * you are ſure of what you have contract- 
ed for; and upon the inducement of gain, nobody can 
blame you for undertaking it. 

Poel. I know, I muſt have been looked upon as 
whimſical, and particular, if T had ſcrupled to have 
riqued my reputation for my profit; for why ſhould 
| be more ſqueamiſh than ny detters? and fo, fir, 
contrary to my opinion I bring Polly once again upon 
| the ſtage, 5 

/ Player. Conſider, ſir, you have prepoſſeſſion on 
your ſide. ; 

Poet, But then the pleaſure of novelty is loſt ; and 


ia thing. of this kind, I am afraid I ſhall hardly be 


G 4 _ pardoned 


INTRODUCTIO N. 


pardoned for imitating myſelf ; for ſure, pieces of thi 
ſort are not to be followed as precedents. My depend. 
ance, like a tricking bookſeller's, is, that the kind rt. 
ception the firſt part met with, will carry off the ſecond, 
be it what it will. | | 

% Player. You ſhould not diſparage your om 
works; you will have critics enough who will be glad 
to do that for you : and Jet me tell you, fir, after the 
ſucceſs you have had, you muſt expect envy. 

Poet. Since I have had more applauſe than I <1 
deſerve, I muſt, with other authors, be content, if 
critics allow me leſs. I ſhould be an arrant courtie, 
or an arrant beggar indeed, if, as ſoon as I have 
received one undeſerved fayour, I ſhould lay clin 
-— aw ] do not flatter myſelf with the like ſuc- 
ces. | : | 
* pllher. I hope, fir, in the cataſtrophe you hare 
not run into the abſurdity of your laſt piece. 5 

Poet. I know that I have been unjuſtly accuſed of 
having given up my moral for a joke, like a fine 
gentleman in converſation ; but whatever be the event 
now, I will not ſo much as ſeem to give up my mo- 
ral. | : | 

 1/t Player. Really, fir, an author ſhould comply 
with the cuſtoms and taſte of the town. I am indeed 
afraid too that your fatire here and there is too free, 
A man ſhould be cautious how he mentions any vice 
whatſoever before good company, leſt ſomebody preſent 
ſhould apply it to himſelf, 

Peet. The ſtage, fir, hath the privilege of the pul 
Pit, to attack vice however dignified or diſtinguiſhed; 
and preachers and poets ſhould not be too well bred | 
upon theſe occaſions: nobody can overdo it when be 
attacks the vice and not the perſon. 

1 Player. But how can you hinder malicious appl- 
cations ? - | 

Poet. Let thoſe anſwer for them who make them. 


Taim at no particular perſons ; my ſtrokes are at vice 


| 


ENTRODUCTION. 


lin general; but if any men particularly vicious are 


hy hurt, I make no apolcgy, but leave them to the cure 
ce oe their flatterers. If an author write in character, the 
lower people reflect on the follies and vices of the rich 
end great, and an Indian judges and talks of Europeans, 
; by thoſe he hath ſeen and converſed with, &c. And 
" as vill venture to own, that I wiſh every man of power 
bf or riches were really and apparently virtuous; which 
he © would ſoon amend and reform the common people, 
@ who act by imitation. > 3 
/ Player. But a little indulgence and partiality to 
be vices of your own country, without doubt would 


be looked upon as more diſcreet, Though your fatire, 
ür, is on vices in general, it muſt and will give oſ- 
ſence; every vicious man thinks you particular, for 
& conſcience will make ſelf- application. And why will 
© you make yourſelf ſo many enemies? I ſay no more 
upon this head. As to us, I hope you are ſatisfied we 
have done all we could for you; for you will now have 
the advantage of all our beſt fingers. 


Enter 2d Player. 


| 24 Player. It is impoſlible to perform the opera to 
night, all the fine fingers within are out of humour 
vith their parts. Fhe tenor, ſays he was never offer- 
ed ſuch an indignity, and in a rage flung his clean 
lambſkin gloves into the fire; he ſwears that in his 
8 whole life he never did ſing, would ſing, or could ſing, 
but in true kid. | | 
 1ff Player. Muſic might tame and civilize wild 
| beaſts, but it is evident it never yet could tame and 
| Eivilize muſicians. | 


Enter 3d Player. 


3d Player. Sir, ſignora Crochetta ſays, the finds her 
character ſo low, that ſhe had rather die than ling it. 


ENTRODUCTHFON 
1/7 Player, Tell her by her contract I can make her 


[7 


| eve 
| | wi 
Crocbetta. Barbarous tramontane! Where are all thi 
the lovers of virtu? Will they not all riſe in arms n * 
my defence? make me ſing it! good gods! ſnoud! . Pe 
tamely ſubmit to ſuch uſage, I ſhould debaſe myſel 
through all Europe. 
1 Player. In the opera nine or ten years ago, Ife. 
member, madam, your appearance in a character littl 
better than a fiſh. | 
Crochetta. A fiſh! monftrous! Let me inform you, 
fir, that a mermaid or ſyren is not many removes tron 
a ſea-goddeſs; or I had never ſubmitted to be that fi 
which you are pleaſed to call me, by way of reproach, 
J have a cold, fir ; J am fick. I do not ſee why I may 
not be allowed the privilege of ſickneſs now and then a; 
well as others. If a ſinger may not be indulged in her 
humours, I am ſure ſhe will ſoon become of no conſe. 
quence with the town. And fo, fir, I have a cold; 
I am boarſe. I hope now you are ſatisfied, 
| [Exit Crochetta, in a fur; 


Enter fignora Crochetta. 


Enter 4th Player. 


4th Player. Sir, the baſe voice inſiſts upon pea 
colour'd ſtock ings and red-heel'd ſhoes. | 

1% Player. There is no governing caprice. But 
how ſhall we make our excuſes to the houſe? 

4th Player. Stnce the town was Jaſt year fo good 
as to encourage an opera without ſingers ; the favour 
I was then ſhewn obliges me to offer myſelf once more, 
rather than the audience ſhould be diſwiſſed. All 
the other comedians upon this emergency are willing 
to do their beſt, and hope for your Gre and indul 


gence. { 
1/2 Player, 


5 


INF NN. 

1/t Player. Ladies and gentlemen, as we wiſh to do 

| every thing for your diverſion, and that ſingers only 
| will come when they will come, we beg you to excuſe 
| this unforeſeen accident, and to accept the propoſal of 
| the comedians, who rely wholly on your courteſy and 
protection. | [ Exeunt. 


The OVERTURE. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


— _ a 2 planter. 
Morana (alias Macheath) captain of the piratg. 
— ) * | FT 
Capſtern, 
Hacker, 
Culverin, 
Laguerre, 
Cutlace, 
Poherobee, az Indian king. 
Cawwawkee, his ſon. 


Pirates. 


Servants, Indians, Pirates, Guards, &c. 


Polly Peachum. 
Mrs. Ducat. 
Diana Tapes. 
Jenny Diver. 


Fli | 
— Servants to Trapes. 


SCEN E, in the Weſt-Indies. 


SCENE E, Ducat's Hoy 7. 
Ducat, Trapes. 


TRAPES. 


HMM HOUGH you were born and bred and 
* , live in the Indies, as you are a ſubject of 
A I Britain you ſhould live up to our cuſtoms. 
T4 4 Prodigality there, is a faſhion that is 
| among all ranks of people. Why, our 
| very younger brothers puſh themſelves into the polite 
world by ſquandering more than they are worth. You 
are wealthy, very wealthy, Mr. Ducat ; and I grant 
you, the more you have, the taſte of getting more 
ſhould grow ſtronger upon you. is juſt ſo with us. 
But then the richeſt of our lords and gentlemen, who 
live elegantly, always run out. Tis genteel to be in 
| debt, Your luxury ſhould diſtinguiſh you from the 
vulgar, You cannot be too expenſive in your plea- 


lures, 
AIR 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


— ns, a — planter. 

orana (alias Macheath) captain of the piraig. 
_ Vanderbluff, a n 
Capſtern, 
Hacker, 
Culverin, 
Laguerre, 
Cutlace, 
Poherobee, an Indian king. 
Cawwawkee, his ſon. 


Servants, Indians, Pirates, Guards, &c. 


Polly Peachum. 

Mrs. Ducat. 
Diana Trapes. 

Jenny Diver. 


Flimzy, 
Damaris, Servants to Trapes. 


S CE N E, in tbe Weſt-Indies. 
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ACT i 
SCENE E, Ducat's Hoy/e. 
Ducat, Trapes. 


TRAPES. 


FXXKKHOUGH you were born and bred and 
* live in the Indies, as you are a ſubject of 
W 7 Britain you ſhould live up to our cuſtoms. 
xx of * rodigality there, is a faſhion that is 
among all ranks of people. Why, our 
very younger brothers puſh themſelves into the polite 
| world by ſquandering more than they are worth "You 
are wealthy, very wealthy, Mr. Ducat ; and I grant 
Jous the more you have, the taſte of getting more 
＋ grow ſtronger upon you. is juſt ſo with us 
- then the richeſt of our lords and gentlemen who 
"— always run out. Tis genteel to bein 
» Your luxury ſhould diſtioguilh you from the 


vulgar, : 
— Lou cannot be too expenſive in your plea- 
AIR 
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AIR I. The diſappointed widow. 


The manners of the great affet- 
Stint not your pleaſure : 

F conſcience had their genius checkt, 
How got they treaſure ? 

The more in debt, run in debt the more, 
Careleſs who is undone: 

Morals and bone ſiy leave to the poor, 
As they do at London. 


Ducat. I never thought to have heard thrift laid to 
my charge. There is not a man, though I ſay it, in 
all the Indies who lives more plentifully than myſelf; 
nor who enjoys the neceſſaries of life in ſo handſome a 
Trapes. There it is now, Whoever heard a man of 
fortune in England talk of the neceſſaries of life? If 
the neceſſaries of life would have ſatisfied ſuch a poor 
body as me, to be ſure I had never come to mend uy 
fortune to the plantations, Whether we can afford it 
or no, we mult have ſuperfluities. We never ſtint our 
expence to our own fortunes, but are miſerable if we 
do not live up to the profuſeneſs of our neighbour: 
If we could content ourſelves with the neceſſaries of 
life, no man alive ever need be diſhoneſt. As to wo- 
man now; why, look ye, Mr. Ducat, a man hath 
| —4 we may call every thing that is neceſſary in 
wife. | 
Ducat, Ay, and more! | 
Trapes. But for all that, d'ye ſee, you married men 
are my beſt cuſtomers. It keeps wives upon thell 
good behaviour. | | 
Ducat. But there are jealouſies and family lectures 
Mrs. Trapes. 8 
' Trapes. Bleſs us all! how little are our cuſtoms know 
on this fide the herring-pond ! Why, jealouſy is ot 
ol faſhion even among our common country gentlemel. 
J hope you are better bred than to be jealous. A buſ⸗ 
band and wife ſhould have a mutual complaiſance for 
each other, Sure, your wife is not ſo unreaſonable ic 
expect to have you always to herſel Duc 
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Ducat. As J have a good eſtate, Mrs. Trapes, I would 
| willingly run into every thing that is ſuitable to my 
dignity and fortune. Nobody throws himſelf into the 
extravagancies of life with a freer ſpirit. As to con- 
ſcience and muſty morals, I have as few drawbacks up- 
on my profits or pleaſures as any man of quality in 
England; in. thoſe I am not in the leaſt vulgar. Beſides, 
| madam, in moſt of my expences I run into the polite 
taſte, I have a fine library of books that I never read; 
| have a fine ſtable of horſes that I never ride; I build, 
buy plate, jewels, pictures, or any thing that is va- 
luable and curious, as your great men do, merely out 
of oſtentation. But indeed I muſt own, I do ſtill co- 
habit with my wife; and the is very uneaſy and vexa- 
tious upon account of my viſits to you. 

' Trapes. Indeed, indeed, Mr. Ducat, you ſhould 
| break through all this uſurpation at once, and keep.— 
| Now too is your time ; for I have a freſh cargo of la- 
dies juſt arrived: nobody alive ſhall ſet eyes upon em 
| till you have provided yourſelf. You ſhould keep 
your lady in awe by her maid ; place a handſome, 
ſprightly wench near your wife, and ſhe will be a ſpy 
upon her into the bargain, I would have you ſhow 
yourſelf a fine gentleman in every thing. 

Ducat, But I am ſomewhat advanced in life, Mrs. 
Trapes, and my duty to my wife lies very hard upon 
me; I muſt leave keeping to younger huſbands and old 
bachelors. ; | 
| Trapes. There it is again now! Our very vulgar 
| purſue pleaſures in the fluſh of youth and inclination, 
| but our great men are modiſhly profligate when their 
appetite hath left them. | 


AIR II. The 1riſb ground. 


Bass. 


Ducat. What can wealth 
When were old? 
Youth and health 
Are not fold. . 
| TxEBLE, 
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Trapes. When love in the pulſe beats low, 


(As haply it may with you ) * 
A girl can freſh youth beſtow, a5 
And hindle defire anew. . 
Thus, numb'd in the brake, fal 
Without motion, the ſnale up 
Sleeps cold winter away : 
But in every vein po 
Life quickens again Lor 
. On the boſom of May. it] 
We are not here, I muſt tell you, as we are at Londn, ah 
where we can have freſh goods every week by the way- | * 
gon. My maid is again gone aboard the veſſel; he » cr 
perfectly charmed with one of the ladies; it will be: f 
credit to you to keep her. I have obligations to you, WM. 
Mr. Ducat, and I would part with her to no man alive ” 
but yourſelf. If I had her at London, fuch a lad nor 
would be ſufficient to make my fortune; but, in truth, Mea 
ſhe is not impudent enough to make herſelf agreeable 
to the ſailors in a public houſe in this country, By al 
1 ſhe hath a behaviour only fit for a privat: 
amily. . 
Ducat. But how ſhall I manage matters with ny 
wife? 3 | | 
Trapes. Juſt as the fine gentiemen do with us. We 
could bring you many great precedents for treating a 
wife with indifference, | conicrapt, and neglect; but 
that, indeed, would he running into too high life. 
would have you kcep ſor:e dee cy, and uſe her with 
Civility, You ſhould be fo ubli-.zg as to leave her to 
her liberties and take them tos yourtelf. Why, Dan 


our fine ladies, in what they ga. pin-money, have 10 
other views; it is what they aspect. 

Duca. But I am afraid it will be hard to make my give: 
wife think like a gentlewom:: uppen this ſubject; lo Wl 
that if I teke her, I muſt act diſcreetly and keep the 
affair a cdανν ict. | | | 

Trage. to that, ir, you nay do as you pleaſe 
Should it gr ona fo Mer Kao i, uſtom and 
| | -  ecucatiol 
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education perhaps may make her at firſt think it ſome- 
what odd. But this I can affirm with a ſafe conſcience, 
that many a lady of quality have ſervants of this ſort 
in their families, and you can afford an expence as well 
a5 the beſt of them. | 

Ducat. J have a fortune, Mrs. Trapes, and would 
fain make a faſhionable figure in life; if we can agree 
| upon the price I'll take her into the family. 

Trapes. I am glad to ſee you fling yourſelf into the 
polite taſte with a ſpirit, Few, indeed, have the turn 
or talents to get money: but fewer know how to ſpend 
it handſomely after they have got it. The elegance 
of luxury conſiſts in variety, and love requires it as 


much as any of our appetites and paſſions, and there- 
ag. is a time of life when a man's appetite ought to be 
* WWE vhetted by a delicacy. - PS | 
e: Ducat. Nay, Mrs. Trapes, now you are too hard 
ou. WW upon me. Sure, you cannot think me ſuch a clown as 


to be really in love with my wife! We are not ſo ig- 
% norant here as you imagine; why, I married her in a 


: reaſonable way, only for her money. 
al _ AIR III. Noel Hills, 
at: Wa He that weds a beauty 

| | Soon will find her cloy ; 
my i When pleaſure grows a duty, 

Farewell love and jay 

We He that weds for treaſure 
82 (Though he bath a wife ) 
but Wa Hath choſe one laſting pleaſure 
: In a married life. 
; | 
TY Enter Damaris. 


Danaris, [calling at the door] Damaris, I charge you 
not to ſtir from the door, and the inftant you fee your 
lady at a diſtance, returning from her walk, be. ſure to 
give me notice. | 

| Trapes, She is in moſt charming rigging ; ſhe won't 
coſt you a penny, fir, in cloaths at firſt ſetting out. 
But, alack-a-day ! no bargain could ever thrive with 
ry lips: a glaſs of liquor makes every thing go fo 


2 libly, 


Ducat. 
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Ducat. Here, Damaris; a glaſs of rum for Mrs. Dy, 

Damaris goes out and returns with a bottle and pla, 

Trapes. But as I was ſaying, fir, I would not par 
with her to any body alive but yourſelf; for, to he 
ſure, I could turn her to ten times the profit by jobt 
and chance cuſtomers. Come, fir, here's to the young 
lady's health, | 


Enter F limzy. | 


Trapes. Well, Flimzy ; are all the ladies fafeh 
landed, and have you done as I order'd you ? 
Flimæy. Yes, wadam. The three ladies for the run 
of the houſe are ſafely lodged at home; the other i 
without in the hall to wait your commands. She is4 
moſt delicious creature, that's certain. Such lips, 
ſuch eyes, and ſuch fleſh and blood ! If you had her 
in London you could not fait of the cuſtom of all the 
foreign miniſters. As I hope to be ſaved, madam, [ 
was — to tell her ten thouſand lies before I could 
Prevail upon her to come with me. Oh fir, you ar 
the moſt lucky, happy man in the world! Shall Ip 
call her in ? | 2 

Trapes. Tis neceſſary for me firſt to inſtruct her n 
her duty and the ways of the family. The gi! 
baſhful and modeſt, ſo I muſt beg leave to prepare het 
by alittle private converſation z and afterwards, (ir, | 
ſhall leave you to your private converſations. 

Flimzy. But I hope, fir, you won't forget pov! 
Flimzy ; for the richeſt man alive could not be more 
ſcrupulous than I am upon theſe occaſions, and the 
bribe only can make me excuſe it to my conſcience. 
hope, ſir, you will pardon my freedom. 

[He gives ber nor) 


AIR IV. Sweetheart, think upon me. 


My conſcience is of courtly mold, 
Fit for higheſt lation. 
Where's the hand, when touch'd with gold, 
Proof againſt temptation ® [Ex. Flimiy: 
Ducat. We can never ſufficiently encourage ſuc 
- uſeful qualifications. You will let me know when yo 


[Fri 
are ready for me Trae 


ch 
ou 


POLLY, an OPERA. 139 


Trapes. I wonder I am not more wealthy; for, o 


| my conſcience, I have as few ſeruples as thoſe that are 


ten thouſand times as rich. But, alack-a-day! 1 am 
forced to play at ſmall game. I now and then betray 
and ruin an innocent girl. And what of that? CanlI 
in conſcience expect to be equally rich with thoſe who 
betray and ruin provinces and countries? In troth, all 


| their great fortunes are owing to ſituation ; as for ge- 
| nius and capacity I can match them to a hair: were 
| they in my circumſtance, they would act like me ; 
were I in theirs, I ſhould be rewarded as a moſt pro- 


found penetrating politician. 
AIR V. *Twas within a furlong. 


In pimps and politicians 
The genius is the ſame; 
Both raiſe their own conditions 
On others guilt and ſhame - 
With a tongue well-tipt with lyex 
Each the want of parts ſupplies, 
And with a heart that's all diſguiſe, 
Keeps bis ſchemes unknown, 
| Seducing as the dewil, 
They play the tempter's part, 
And have, when moſt they're civil, 
Moft miſchief in their heart. 
Each a ſecret commerce drives, 
Firſt corrupts and then connives, 
And by his neighbours vices thrives ; - 
For they are all his own. | 


Enter Flimzy and Polly. 


| Trajes. Bleſs my eye-ſight ! what do I ſee? I am in 


a dream, or it is miſs Polly Peachum ! mercy upon me, 


| child, what brought you on this fide of the water ? 


Polly. Love, madam, and the misfortunes of our 


| family. But I am equally ſurprized to find an acquain- 


tance here; you cannot be ignorant of my unhappy 
ſtory, and perhaps from you, Mrs. Dye, I may receive 
ſome information that may be uſeful to me. 

Trapes. You need not be much concern'd, miſs Polly, 


| ata ſentence of tranſportation, for a young lady of 


your 


/ 
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your beauty hath wherewithal to make her fortunei, 
any country. | | 
Polly. Pardon me, madam z you miſtake me. The 
I was educated among the moſt profligate in low-lif, 
J never engaged in my father's affairs as a thief 0 
thief-catcher, for indeed I abhorr'd his profeſſion 
Would my papa had never taken it up, he then (ij 
had been alive, and I had never known Macheath! 


AIR VI. Sorte: des vos retraites. 


She who hath felt a real pain 
By Cupid's dart, 

Finds that all abſence is in vain 
To cure her heart. 

Though from my lover caſt 
Far as from pole to pole, 

Still the pure flame muſt laſt, 
For love is in the ſoul. 


You muſt have heard, madam, that I was unhappy in 
my marriage. When Macheath was tranſported, all 
my peace was banith'd with him; and my papa's deatk 
hath now given me liberty to purſue my inclinations. 

Trapes. Good lack-a-day ! poor Mr. Peachum ! Death 
was ſo much obliged to him, that I wonder he did nat 
allow him a reprieve for his own ſake. Truly, I think 
he was obliged to no-body more, except the phyſicians 
but they die it ſeems too. Death is very impartial; 
he takes all alike, friends and foes. . 

Polly. Every monthly ſeſſions-paper, like the aps: 
thecary's files (if I may make the compariſon) wasa 
record of his ſervices. But my papa kept compa 
with gentlemen, and ambition is catching. He was 

in too much haſte to be rich. I wiſh all great men 
would take warning. Tis now ſeven months ſince 
my papa was hang'd. . 

Trapes. This will be a great check indeed to you 
men of enterprizing genius; and it will be unſafe to 
puſh at making a great fortune, if ſuch accidents giov 
common. But ſure, child, you are not ſo mad ast 
think of following Macheath. : 

Polly. In following him I am in purſuit of my quiet. 
I love him; and, like a troubled ghoſt, ſhall never be 


al 
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me! | 

* at reſt till I appear to him. If I can receive any infor- 

The mation of him from you, it will be a cordial to a wretch 

life, in deſpair. 8 | 3 

ef 9 Trapes. My dear miſs Polly, you muſt not think of 

flion, it. *Tis now above a year and a half ſince he robb'd 
his maſter, ran away from the plantation, and turn'd 


| 1 pirate. Then too what puts you beyond all poſſibility 
of redreſs, is, that ſince he came over he married a tran- 
| ſported ſlave, one Jenny Diver, and ſhe ĩs gone off with 
| him. You muſt give over all thoughts of him, for he 
is a very devil to our ſex; not a woman of the greateſt 
vivacity ſhifts her inclinations half ſo faſt as he can. 
| Beſides, he would difown you; for, like an upſtart, 
he hates an old acquaintance. I am ſorry to ſee thoſe 
| tears, Child, but I love you too well to flatter you. 
Polly, Why have I a heart fo conſtant ? cruel love! 


AIR VII. O Waly, Waly, up, the bank. 


in Farewell, farewell, all hopes of bliſs ? 
Pe, Polly always miſi be thine. 
1 Shall then my heart be never his, 


Which never can again be mine? 
O love, you play a cruel part, 
Thy ſhaft flill fefters in the wound ; 
ou ſbould reward a conſtant heart, 


Since 'tis, alas, ſo ſeldom found! 


Trapes. I tell you once again, miſs Polly, you muſt 
think no more of him. You are like a child who is 
crying after a butterfly, that is hopping and fluttering 
upon every flower in the field; there is not a woman 
| that comes in his way, but he muſt have a taſte of; 
belides, there is no.catching him. But, my dear girl, 
[ hope you took care, at your leaving England, to 
bring off wherewithal to ſupport you. | 

Polly. Since he is loſt, I am inſenſible of every other 
misfortune. I brought indeed a ſum of money with 
| me, but my cheſt was broke open at ſea, and I am 
now a wretched vagabond expoſed to hunger and want, 
unleſs charity relieve me. 8 

Trapes. Poor child! your father and J have had great 
dealings together, and 1 ſhall be grateful to his memo- 


ath 
not 


ty. 1 will look upon you as my daughter; you fhall 


* 


with me, Polly. N 
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Polly. As ſoon as I can have remittances from Eng- 
land, I ſhall be able to acknowledge your goodneſz: 
T have ſtill five hundred pounds there, which will be 

return'd to me upon demand; but 1 had rather un- 
dertake any honeſt ſervice that might afford me a main- 
tenance than be burthenſome to my friends. 
. Trapes. Sure never any thing happen'd. ſo luckily! 
madam Ducat juſt now wants a ſervant, and I know 
ſhe will take my recommendation; and one ſo tight 
and handy as you, muſt pleaſe her: then too, her 
huſband is the civileſt, beſt-bred man alive. You are 
no in her houſe, and I won't leave it till I have ſet- 
tled you. Be chearful, my dear child, for who knows 
but all theſe misfortunes may turn to your advantage? 
Vou are in a rich agreeable family, and I dare ſay your 
perſon and behaviour will ſoon make you a favourite. 
As to captain Macheath, you may now ſafely look up- 
on yourſelf as a widow ; and who knows, if madam 
Ducat ſhould tip off, what may happen? I ſhall re- 
commend you, miſs Polly, as a gentlewoman. 


AIR VIII. O Jenny come tie me, 
Deſpair is all folly ; „5 
Hence, melancholy, 


\ 1 


Fortune attends you while youth is in flower. 
Ey beauty's poſſeſſion 8 
Did with diſcretion, | 
Woman at all times hath joy in her power. 


Polly. The ſervice, madam, you offer me, makes 
me as happy as I can be in my circumſtance, and I ac- 
cept of it with ten thouſand obligations. | 

Trapes. Take a turn in the hall with my maid for 
a minute or two, and I'll take care to ſettle all matters 
and conditions for your reception. Be aſſured, mils 
Polly, Vil do my bett for you. 5 

| [Exeunt Polly and Flimay. 


Enter Ducat. FE, 
Trapes. Mr. Ducat. Sir. You may come in. Thave 
had this very girl in my eye for you ever ſince you and 
I were firſt acquainted ; and, to be plain with you, 
fir, I have run great riſques for her: I had many 4 
fſtratagem, 


* 
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tagem, to be ſure, to inveigle her away, from her 
— i ſhe too herſelf was exceeding difficult. And 
] can aſſure you, to ruin a girl of ſeyere education is 
no ſmall addition to the pleaſure of our fine gentlemen. 
| can be anſwerable for it too, that you will have the 
brit of her. I am ſure I could have diſpoſed of her 
upon the ſame account, for at leaſt a hundred guineas 
to an alderman of Londen ; and then too I might have 
had the diſpoſal of her again as ſoon as ſhe was out of 
keeping; but you are my friend, and I ſhall not deal 
| hard with you. 5 

Ducat. But if I like her I would agree upon terms 
beforehand ; for ſhould I grow fond of her, I. know 
| you have the conſcience of other trades-people, and 
would grow more impoſing ; and I love to be upon a 
certainty. | LT ; | 

Trapes. Sure you cannot think a hundred piſtoles too 
much; I mean for me. I leave her wholly to your ge- 
neroſity. Why your fine men who never pay any bo- 
dy elſe, pay their pimps and bawds well; always ready 
money. I ever dealt conſcientiouſly, and ſet the low- 
| eſt price upon my ladies; when you ſee her, Iam ſure 
you will allow her to be as choice a piece of beauty as 
ever you laid eyes on. | | 
| Ducat. But, dear Mrs. Dye, a hundred piſtoles ſay 

you ? why, I could have half a dozen negro princeſſes 
for the price. | 

Trapes. But ſure you cannot expect to buy a fine - 
handſome Chriſtian at that rate. You are not uſed to 
ſee ſuch goods on this ſide of the water. For the wo- 
men, like the cloaths, are all tarniſh'd and half worn 
out before they are ſent hither. Do but caſt your eye 
upon her, fir ; the door ſtands half open ; ſee, yonder 
= trips in converſation with my maid Flimzy in the 


Ducat. Why truly I muſt own ſhe is handſome, 
Trapes, Bleſs me, you are no more moved by her, 
than if ſhe were your wife. Handſome ! what a cold 
huſband-like expreſſion is that! nay, there is no harm 
done. If I take her home, I don't queſtion the mak- 
ing more money of her. She was never in any _— 
| Houſe 


houſe but your own, ſince ſhe was landed. She is py 
as ſhe was imported, without the leaſt adulteration. 
Ducat. I'Il have her. I'll pay you down upon th 
nail. You ſhall leave her with me. Come, coun 
your money, Mrs. Dye. | 
Trapes. What a ſhape is there ! ſhe's of the fine! 


growth. 1 
Ducat. You make me miſ-reckon. She even tale 
off my eyes from gold. | 


Trapes. What a curious pair of ſparkling eyes! 

Ducat. As vivifying as the ſun, I have paid yu 
ten. * a 7 2 . | | 
Frapes. What a racy flavour muſt ' breathe fron 
thoſe lips TT 1 0 5 

Ducat. I want no provoking commendations. Tn 
in youth ; I'm on fire! twenty more .makes it thirty; 
and this here makes it juſt fifty. 2 

Trapes. What a moſt inviting complexion! hoy 


charming a colour! In ſhort, a fine woman has all the 


perfections of fine wine, and is a cordial that is ten 

times as reſtorative. © 7 | TW RS 
Ducat. This fifty then makes it juſt the ſym, 80 

now, madam, you may deliver her up. „ 


Enter Damaris. 


Damaris. Sir, ſir, my miſtreſs is juſt at the door. [ Ex, 
Ducat. Get you out of the way this moment, dear 
Mrs. Dye ; for I would not have my wife ſee. you. But 
don't ſtir out of the houſe *till I am put in poſſeſſion, 
Fl get rid of her immediately. Ex. Trapes, 


Enter Mrs. Ducat. 


Mrs. Ducat, I can never be out of the way, for an 
hour or ſo, but you are with that filthy creature, 

you were young, and I took liberties, you could not 
uſe me worſe ; you could not, you-beaſtly fellow. Such 
uſage might force the moſt virtuous woman to reſent. 
ment. I don't ſee why the wives in this country ſhould 
not put themſelves upon as eaſy a foot tas in England, 
In thort, Mr. Ducat, if you behave yourſelf le an 
Engliſh huſband, I will behave myſelf like an Engliſh 


wite. 


AIR 
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AIR IX. Red Houſe. 
7 quill have my humours, I' pleaſe all my ſenſes, 


1 will not be flinted——in hve or expences. . 
Ill dreſs with profuſion, I'll game without meaſure z_ 
You ſball have the bufineſs, I will have the pleaſure : 
Thus every day I'll 77% my life, 
My home ſhall be my halt reſort ; | 
For ſure lis fitting that your wife 8 
Shou d copy ladies of the court. | 
Ducat. All theſe things I know are natural to the  _—T 
ſex, my dear. But huſbands, like colts, are reſtif, and | 
they require a long time to break em. Beſides, tis 
not the faſhion as yet, for huſbands to be govern'd in 
this country. That tongue of your's, my dear, hath 
not eloquence enough to perſuade me out of my reaſon. 
A woman's tongue, like a trumpet, only ſerves to 
raiſe my courage. 1 


AIR X. Old Orpheus tickl'd, Cc. 


When billows come breaking on the ſtrand, 
The rocks are deaf and unfhaken fland : 
Old oaks can defy the thunder's roar, 
And I can fland woman's tongue 
With a twinkum, twankum, &c. 


With that weapon, wounen, like pirates, ate. at war 
with the whole world. But, I thought, my dear, 
your pride would have kept you from being jealous. 
'Tis the whole buſineſs of my life to pleaſe you; but 
{ wives are like children, the more they are flatter'd and 
humour'd, the more perverſe they are. Here now 
haye I been laying out my money, purely to make you. 
a preſent, and I have nothing but theſe freaks and re- 
proaches in return, You wanted a maid, and 7 have 
bought you the handieft creature; ſhe will indeed make 
a very creditable ſervant. - „ 8 
Mrs. Ducat. I will have none of your huſſies about 
me. And ſo, ſir, you would make me your conve- 
nience, your bawd. Out upon it! | | 
Ducat. But I bought her on purpoſe for you, madam. ' 
Mrs Ducat. For your own filthy inclinations, you 
Vor, III. | A mean. 


that's more. 
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mean. I won't bear it. What, keep an-impudent trum. 

pet under my noſe! Here's fine doings, indeed! 
Ducat. I will have the directions of my family. 

Tis my pleaſure it ſhall be ſo. So, madam, be 

fatisfy'd. I 


AIR XI. Chriſt-Church Bells. 


When a woman jealous grows, 
Farewell all peace of life! _ Joes, 
Mrs. Ducat. But &er man roves, he fhould pay what he 
Aud with her due content his wife, 
Ducat. 'T is man's the weaker ſex to ſway, 
Mrs. Ducat. We too, wheneer we lift, obey. 
Ducat. *Tis juſt and fit 
| You ſhould ſubmit, 1 
Mrs.Ducat. But ſweet kind huſband—not to day, 
Ducat. Let your clack be ſtill, 
Mrs. Ducat. Not *till J hawe my will. 
If thus you reaſon ſlight, 
There's never an hour 
While breath has power, 
But J will aſſert my right. 


Would I had you in England; T ſhould have all the 
women these rife in arms in my defence. For the ho- 
nour and prerogative of the ſex, they would not ſuffer 
ſach a precedent of ſubmiſſion. And ſo, Mr. Ducat, 
I tel} you once again, that you ſhall keep your trollops 
ont of the houſe, or 1 will not ſtay in it. 

Ducat. Look'ee, wife; you will be able to bring 
about nothing by pouting and vapours. I have reſo- 
lution enough to withſtand either obſtinacy or ſtrata- 
gem. And I will break this jealous. ſpirit of your's 
before 1t gets a head. And ſo, my dear, I order, that 
upon my account, you behave yourſelf to the girl as 
you ought. | | FE: 
Mrs. Ducat. I wiſh you would behave yourſelf to 
your wife as you ought; that is to ſay, with good man. 

ners, and compliance. And fo, fir, I leave you and 
your minx together. I tell you once again, that! 
| would ſooner die upon the ſpot, than not be miſtreſs of 
wy own houſe, IExit, ina _ 

1 ucat, 


. 
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Ducat. If by theſe perverſe humours, I ſhould be 
forced to part with her, and allow her a ſeparate main- 


| tenance; the thing is ſo common among people of con- 


dition, that it could not prove to my diſeredit. Fami- 


| ly divifions, and matrimonial controverſtes are a kind 


of proof of a man's riches; for the poor people are 
happy in marriage out of neceffity, becauſe they can- 


| not afford to difagree. [Enter Damaris.] Damaris, 


faw you my wife? Is ſhe in her own room? What 
faid ſhe? Which way went ſhe 2 -. 

| Damaris. Bleſs me, I was perfectly frighten'd, ſhe 
book d fo like a fury Thank my ftars, I never ſaw her 


| look-ſo before in all my life; tho' mayhap you may 
| have feen he: lhok o before a thouſand times. Woe 


. % *t * 


be to the ſetrvants that fall in her way! Tin ſure Pin 


| glad to be out of it. 


AIR XII. Chruſhire-rounds; 


When kings by their buffing 
Have blown up a ſquabble, 
All the charge and cuffing 
Light upon the rabble. 
Thus when man. and wife 
By their mutual ſnubbing, 
Kindle civil firife, 
Servants get the drubbing. 


Ducat. I would have you, Damartis, have an eye 
upon your miſtreſs. You ſhould have her good at 
heart, and inform me when ſhe has any ſchemes a-foot ; 
it may be the means to reconcile us. | | 

Damaris. She's wild, fir. There's no ſpeaking to 
her. She's flown into the garden! Mercy upon us all, 
ſay I! How can you be fo unreafcnable to contradict a 
woman, when you know we can't bear it? | 

Ducat, I depend upon you, Damaris, for intelli- 
gence, You may obſerve her at a diſtance : and as 
oon as ſhe comes into her own room, bring me word. 
There is the ſweeteſt pleaſure in the revenge that I have 
now in my head! Þ'll this inſtant go and take my charge 
from Mrs. Trapes, [ Afede.) Damaris, you know your 
inſtructions. | Exit. 

| Hz Damaris, 
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Damaris. Sure all maſters and miſtreſſes, like polit. 
cians, judge the conſcience of mankind by their own, 
and require treachery of their ſervants as. a, duty, [ 
am employ'd by my maſter to watch my miſtreſs, and 
by my miſtreſs to watch my maſter. Which party ſhall 
I eſpouſe? To be ſure my miſtreſs's. For in,her's, ju- 
riſdiction and power, the common cauſe: of the whole 
fex, are at ſtake. But my maſter I ſee is coming this 
way. Þll avoid him, and make my obſervations. | Exit, 


Enter Ducat and Polly. 8 Du 


Ducat. Be chearful, Polly, for your good fortune 
hath thrown you into a family, where, if you rightly 
conſult your own intereſt, as every body now-a-days 
does, you may make yourſelf perfectly eaſy. Thoſe 
eyes of your's Polly, are a ſufficient fortune for any 
woman, if ſhe have but conduct, and knew how to 


make the moſt of em. | 


- 


Polly. As J am your ſervant, fir, my duty obliges me 
not to contradict you; and I muſt hear your flattery, 
tho' I know myſelf undeſerving. But ſure, fir, in hand- 
ſome women, you muſt have obſerved that their hearts 
often oppoſe their intereſt : and beauty certainly has 
ruin'd more women than it has made happy. 


AIR XIII. The buſh a boon Traquair. 


The crow or daw thro all the year 
No fowler ſeeks to ruin ; 
But birds of woice or feather rare 
He's all day long purſuing. 
Beware, fair maids, to *ſcape the net 
That other beauties fell in ; 
For ſure at heart was never yet 
So great a awretch as Helen! 


if my lady, fir, will let me know my duty, gratitude 


will make me ſtudy to pleaſe her. 5 
Ducat. | have a mind to have a little converſation 


with you, and I would not beinterrupted. [bars the do: 

Polly. I wiſh, fir, you would let me receive my la- 
dy's command. 1 | | 
Duacat. And ſo, Polly, by theſe downcaſt looks of 


your's, you would have me believe you don't know 
ö f you 
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you are handſome, and that you have no faith in your 
Jooking-glaſs. Why every pretty woman ſtudies her 
face, and a looking-glaſs to her is what a book is to a 
pedant ; ſhe is poring upon it all day long. In troth, 
2 man Can never know how much love is in him by con- 
yerſations with his wife. A kiſs on thoſe lips, would 


make me young again. [Kiſſes her. 
AIR XIV. Bury Fair. 


Polly. How can you be ſo teazing ® 

Ducat. Love will excuſe my fault. 
How can you be ſo pleaſing! [Gol 
| Polly. I wow J not be naught. 

Ducat. All maids ] know at firſt ref:/t. [Struggling. 
| A maſter may command. n 
Polly. Tou'ne monſtrous rude; I'll not be gifs d. 

| Nay, fye, let go my band. 
Ducat. *Tis fooliſh pride | 
Polly, | 'Tis wile, "tis baſe, 
Poor innocence to wrong ; 
Ducat. 7˙ force you. i 

Polly. Guard me from diſgrace. 

Yau find that virtue's ſtrong. [Puſhing him away. 


'Tis barbarous in you, fir, to take the occaſion of my 
neceſſities to infult me. | | | 
Ducat. Nay, huffy, I'll give you money. | 
| Polly. I deſpiſe it. No, fir, tho' I was born and 
bred in England, I can dare to be poor, which is the 
only thing now-a-days men are afhatir'd of. | 
Ducat. I ſhall humble theſe ſaucy airs of your's, 
_ Minx. Is this language from a ſervant! from a 
ave | 
Polly. Am I then betray'd and ſold ! | 
Ducat. Ves, huſſy, that you are; and as legally my 
property, as any woman. is her huſband's, who ſells 
herſelf in marriage.  - : 
Folly. Climates that change conſtitutions have no 
effect upon manners. What a profligate is that Trapes ! 
Ducat. Your fortune, your happineſs depends upon 
your compliance. What, proof againſt a bribe! Sure, 
huſſy, you belie your country, or you mutt have had 
a very vulgar education, Tis unnatural, ' | 


= - - AIR 


ng to kiſs her. 
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AIR XV. Bobbing Joan. 


Maids like courtiers auſt be woo'd, 
Moft by flattery are ſubdu'd ; 
Some capricious, cc, or nice, 
Out of pride protrad the vice, 
But they fall, 
One and all, 1 85 
When we bid up to their price. 


Beſides, huſſy, your canſent may make me your ſlave; 
there's power to tempt you into the bargain. You 
muſt be more than woman if you can ſtand that too, 

Polly. Sure you only mean to try me! but tis bar- 
barous to trifle with my diſtreſſes. 

Ducat. I'll have none of theſe airs. Tis imperti- 
nent in a ſervant, to have ſcruples of any kind. [ 
hire honour, conſcience and all, for I will not be ſerved 
by halves. And ſo, to be plain with you, you obſti- 
nate ſlut, you ſhall either contribute to my pleaſure or 
my profit; and if you refuſe play in the bed-chamber, 

= ſhall go work in the fields among the planters, 1 
pe now I have explain'd myſelf 

Polly. My freedom may be loſt, but you cannot rob 
me of my virtue and integrity: and whatever is my 
lot, having that, I ſhall have the comfort of hope, and 
find pleaſure in reflection. | 


AIR XVI. A ſwain long tortur'd with diſdain. 


Can 1 or toil or hunger fear? 

For love's a pain that's more ſevere. 
The flave, with wirtue in his breaſt, 
Can wake in peace, and fweetly reft. 


But love, when unhappy, the more virtuous it is, the 
more it ſuffers. ** I Aldi. 
Ducat. What noiſe is that? | 
Damaris. [ Without. | Sir, ſir. „ i 
| Ducat. Step into the cloſet ; I will call you out in: 
mediately to preſent you to my wife. Don't let ball. 
fulneſs ruin your fortune. The next o portunity | 
hope you will be better diſpoſed, 1 dart 
| | x Hm. 
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Damaris. Open the door, fir. This moment, this 


moment. 
Enter Damaris. 

Ducat. What's the matter? Was any body about to 
raviſh you? Is the houſe o'fire ? Or my wife in a paſ- 
fion ? | | | 
Damaris. O fir, the whole country 1s in an uproar ! 
The pirates are all coming down upon us; and if they 
| ſhould raiſe the militia, you are an officer you know. 

hope you have time enough to fling up your com- 


| miſſion, 


Enter 1ft Footman. 


1 Footman. The neighbours, fir, are frighted out 
of their wits ; they leave their houſes; and fly to your's 
for protection. Where's my lady, your wife? Heaven 
grant, they have not taken her ! | 

Ducat. If they only took what one could ſpare. 

F 1% Foutm. That's true, there were no great harm 
one. 2 
Ducat. How are the muſquets ? | 


/ Feotm. Ruſty, fir, all ruſty and peaceable ! For 


we never clean them but againſt training-day. 
Damaris. Then, fir, yeur honour is ſafe, for now 


you have a juſt excuſe againſt fighting. 
Enter 2d Footman. 


24 Footman. The Indians, fir, with whom we are in 
alliance, are all in arms: there will be bloody work 
to be ſure. I hope they will decide the matter before 
we can get ready. 

Enter Mrs. Ducat. 


Mrs. Ducat. O dear huſband, I'm frighten'd to 
death! What will become of us all! ] thought a pu- 
niſhment for your wicked lewdneſs would light upon 
you at laſt. | 
Ducat. Preſence of mind, my dear, is as neceſſary 
in dangers as courage. 

Damaris. But you are too rich to have courage. 
You ſhould fight by deputy. Tis only for poor people 
lo be brave and deſperate, who cannot afford to live. 

| H 4 Enter 


bt 
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Enter Maids, &c. one after another. 


1/ Maid. The pirates, fir, the pirates! Mere 
upon us, what will become of us poor helpleſs women! 
| 24 Maid. We ſhall all be raviſh'd. | 
if? Old Woman. All be raviſh'd ! 
24 Old Weman. Ay to be ſure, we ſhall be ravifh'd; 
all be raviſh'd! | 
1/ Old Woman. But if fortune will have it fo, pr 
ttence is a virtue, and we muſt undergo it. 
2d Old Women. Ay, for certain we muſt all bear it, 
Mrs. Damaris. | | 
34 Footman. A ſoldier, fir, from the Indian camp, 
deſires admittance. He's here, fir. 


Enter Indian. 


Indian. J come, fir, to the Enpliſh colony, with 
whom we are in alliance, from the mighty king Pobe- 
: Zobee, my lord and maſter, and addreſs myſelf to you, 
as you are of the council, for ſuecours. The pirates 
are ravaging and plund'ring the country, and we ate 
now in arin?, ready for battle, to oppoſe them. 

Ducat. Does Macheath command the enemy? 

Indian. Report ſays he is dead. Above twelve 
moons are paſſed ſince we heard of him. Morano, a 
Negro villian, is their chief, who in rapine and barbs- 
rities is even equal to him. | 


Ducat. I ſhall inform the council, and we ſhall ſoon 
be ready $0 join you. So acquaint the king your mak 


_—_ | [Exit Indian. 
AIR XVII. March in Scipio. 

Brame boys prepare. [To the men. 

Ab ceaſe, fond wife, to cry. [To her. 
Servant. For when the danger's near, 


| We we time enough 10 fly. 
Mrs. Ducat. How can you be diſprac'd ! 
For wealth ſecures your fame. 
Servant, The rich are always plac'd 
| Above the ſenſe of ſhame. 
Mrs. Dacat. Let honour ſpur the ſlave; 
To fight for figbting's ſake : 
Ducat. But ew'n the rich are brave: 
ben money is at flake. Be 


A ſe 


manc 
their 
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Be ſatisfy'd, my dear, I ſhall be diſcreet. My ſervants 
here will take care that I be not over-raſh, for their 
wages depend upon me. But before I goto council 

come hither, Polly ; ] intreat you, wife, to take her into 


g your ſervice, [ Enter Polly. ] and uſe her civilly, In- 
# deed, iny dear, vour ſuſpicions are very frivolous and 


| unreaſonable. | 


Mrs. Ducat. J hate to have a handſome wench about 


| me, They are always fo ſaucy ! 


Ducat. Women, by their jealouſies, put one in mind 


of doing that which otherwiſe we ſhould never think 
of. Why you are a proof, my dear, that a handſome 
woman may be honeſt. | | 
Mrs. Ducat. I find you can ſay a civil thing to me 
| fill. | | | | 
Ducat. Aﬀairs, you ſee, call me hence. And ſo I 
leave her under your protection. "LEM 
Mrs. Ducat. Away, into the other room again. 
When I want you, I'Il call you. [Exit Polly. ] Well, 
Damaris, to be ſure you have obſerv'd all that has 
paſſed. I will know all, Pm ſure ſhe's a huſſy. 
Damaris. Nay, madam, I can't ſay ſo much. But 
Mrs, Ducat. But what ? 5 
Damaris. J hate to make miſchief, 


AIR XVIII. Jig: it-o' Foot. 

Better ie doubt 

All that's. doing, 

Than to find out 

Proofs of ruin. | 
What ſervants hear and ſee 
Should they tattle, 
Marriage all day would be 

WP ras and battle. | | 

A ſervant's legs and hands ſhould be under your come. 
wand, but, for the ſake of quiet, you ſhould leave 
| their tongues to their own diſcretion. 
Mrs. Ducat. Iyowz. Damaris, J will know it. 
Damaris. To be ſute, madam, the door was bolted, 
and I could only liſten. There was a ſort of a buſtle 
between them, that's certain, What paſt I know not. 


| But the noiſe they made, to m thinking, did not ſound 
very honeſt, F : 5 e | Mrs. 


— òö]. — rA 7˙ POO —˙* 6ͥͤ a Os Ce — — 


— 


154 POLLY, OPERA. 
Mrs. Ducat. Noiſes that did not found very honef 
ſaid you ? | | 
Damaris. Nay, madam, I am a maid, and have ng 
experience. If you had heard them, you would haue 
been a better judge of the matter. 
Mrs. Ducat. An impudent flut ! Fil have her before 


me. If ſhebe not a thorough profligate, I ſhall male 


a diſcovery by her behaviour. Go call her to me. 

| [Exit Damaris, and returns with Polly, 

Mrs. Ducat, In my own houſe! Before my face ! II 
have you fent to the houſe of correction, {trumpet, 
By that over-honeſt look, I gueſs her to be a horid 
Jade. A mere hypocrite, that is perfectly white-waſh- 
ed with innocence. My blood riſes at the ſight of all 
ſtrumpets, for they are ſmuglers in love, that ruin us 
fair traders in matrimony. Look upon me, Mrs. Bra- 
zen. She has no feeling of ſhame. She is ſo uſed to 
impudence, that ſhe has not a bluſh within her. Do 
you know, madam, that Jam Mr. Ducat's wife? 
Polly. As your ſervant, madam, I think myſelf happy. 

Mrs. Ducat. You know Mr. Ducat, 1 ſuppoſe. She 
has beauty enough to make any woman alive hate her, 


AIR XIX. I' rumpet minuet. 


Abroad after miſſes moſt huſbands will roam, 
Tho ſure they find woman ſufficient at h:me. 
To be nos'd by a firumpet ! Hence, huſjy, you'd beſt 
Would he give me my due, [would give her the rel. 
I vow 1 had rather have a thief in my houſe. For to 
be ſure ſhe is that beſides. „ | 
Pilly. If you were acquainted with my niisfortunes, 
madam, you could not inſult me. 
Mrs, Ducat. What does the wench mean? 
Damaris, There's not one of theſe common creatures, 
but, like common beggars, hath a moving ſtory at be! 
finger's ends, which they tell -over, when they art 
mäudlin, to their lovers. I had a ſweetheart, madam, 
who was a rake, and I know their ways very well, by 
hearſay. . 
Polly. What villains are hypocrites! For they rob 
thoſe of relief, who are in real diſtreſs, I know what 
it is to be unhappy in marriage. 15 


POLL an OPERA. 


Mrs. Ducat. Married ! 
Polly. Unhappilv. | 

Mrs. Diet When, where, to whom? 

Poll. i woman can have/faith in woman, may my 


Words ind belief. Proteſtations are to be ſuſpected, 


ſo Tall àſe none. If truth can prevail, I know you 


| will pity me. 


Mrs. Ducat. Her manner and behaviour are fo par- 
ticular, that is to ſay, ſo ſincere, that I mult hear her 
ſtory. Unhappily married! That is a misfortune not 
to be remedied. „ 

Polly. A conſtant woman hath but one chance to he 
happy; an inconſtant woman, tho' ſhe hath no chance 
to be very happy, can never be very unhappy. 

Damaris. Believe me, Mrs. Polly, as to pleaſures of 
all ſorts, *tis a much more agrecable way to be incon- 
ſtant. | Th 
AIR XX. Polwart on the Green. 


Lowe now is nought but art. 
Nis who can ſupple beſt ; | 
To all men ſeem to give your heart, 
But keep it in your breaſt, | 
What gain and pleaſure do we find, 
Who change whene*er we liſt! 
The mill that turns with every wind 
Muft bring the ewner griſt. 
Polly. My caſe, madam, may in theſe times be took*d 
upon as ſingular; for J married a man only becauſe 1 


loved him. For this I was look'd upon as a fool by 


all my Acquaintance ; I was uſed inhumanly by my fa- 
ther and mother; and, to complete my misfortunes, 
my huſband, by his wild behaviour, incurred the ſen- 
tence of the law, and was ſeparated from me by baniſh- 


ment, Being informed he was in this country, upon 


the death of my father and mother, with moſt of my 


| finali fortune, I came here to ſeek him, 


Mrs. Ducat. But how then fell you into the hands 

of that conſummate bawd, Trapes 5 ; 
Polly. In my voyage, madam, I was robb'd of all [ 
had. Upon my landing in a ſtrange country, and in 
want, I was found out by this inhuinan woman, who 
| bad 
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hid been an acquaintance of my father's : She offer' 
me at firſt the civilities of her own houſe. When ſhe 


was inform'd of my neceſſities, ſhe propoſed to me the 
ſervice of a lady; of which I readily accepted. *Twa 
under that pretence that ſhe treacherouſly ſold me to 
your huſband as a miſtreſs. "This, madam, is in ſhort 
the whole truth. I fling myſelf at your feet for pro- 
tection. By relieving me, you make yourſelf eaſy. 
Mrs. Ducat. What is't you propoſe? 
Polly, In conniving at my eſcape, you fave me from 
your huſband's worrying me with threats and violence, 
and at the ſame time quiet your own fears and jealou- 
fies. If it is ever in my power, madain, with gratitude 
J will repay you my ranſom, "IH 
Damaris. Beſides, madam, you will effeQually re- 
venge yourſelf upon your huſband ; for the loſs of the 
money he paid for her will touch him to the quick. 
Mrs. Ducat. But have you conſider'd what you fe- 
queſt? We are invaded by the pirates: The Indian. 


are in arms; the whole country is in commotion, and 


you will every where be expoled to danger. | 
Danaris. Get rid of her at any rate. For ſuch 1 
the vanity of man, that when once he has begun with 
woman, out of pride he will inſiſt upon his point. 

Polly. In ſtaying with you, madam, I make two peo- 
ple unhappy. And I chooſe to bear my own misfor- 
tunes, without being the cauſe of anothei's. | 

Mrs. Ducat. If I let her eſcape before my huſband's 
return, he will imagine the got off by the favour of 
this buſtle and confuſion. SIS _ 

Polly. May heaven reward your charity. 

Mrs. Ducat. A woman ſo young and handſome mult 
be expoſed to continual dangers. I have a ſuit o. 
cloaths by me of my nephew's, who is dead. Ina 
man's habit you will run fewer riſques. I'll aſſiſt you 
too for the preſent with ſome money; and, as a tri 
veller, you may with greater ſafety make enquiries af. 
ter your huſband. | 

Polly. How ſhall I ever make a return for ſo much 
gooUneſs ? | | 
Mrs. Ducat. May love reward your conſtancy. 4 


for that perfidious monſter Trapes, I will deliver her in- 
: to. 


SC 


villa 


— 


POLLY, an OPERA. 157 
to the hands of the magiſtrate. Come, Damaris, let 
us this inſtant equip her for her adventures. 

Damaris. When ſhe is out of the houſe, without 
doubt, madam, you will be more eaſy. And J wiſh 
ſhe may be ſo too. | 
| Polly. May virtue be my protection; for I feel with- 
ja me hope, cheerfulneſs, and reſolution. | | 

AIR XXI. St. Martin's Lane. 

As pilgrims thro devotion 
To ſome ſhrine purſue their away, 
They tempt the raging ocean. 

And thro deſarts ſtray. 

With zeal their hope deſiring, 

The ſaint their breaft inſpiring 
With cheerful air, | 
Dewoid of fear, 

They every danger bear. 

Thus equal zeal poſſeſſing, 

I ſeek my only bleſſing. 

© owe, my honeſt vow regard! 
My truth proted, | 
My fleps direct, 

His flight detect, 
4 faithful wife reward, [Exit. 


ACTI 


| SCENE, The View of an Indian Country. 
Polly, in Boy's Chaths. 
| AIR XXII. La Villanella. 
| 74 F did you ſpare him, 
O'er ſeas to bear him, 
Far from his home, and conſtant bride ? 
When papa *peach'd him, | 
If death had reach'd him, 
1 then had only figh'd, wept, and dyd ! 
if my directions are right, I cannot be far from the 
village, With the habit, I muſt put on the courage 
| | | and 
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and reſolution of a man; for J am every where ſur. 
rounded with dangers. By all I can learn of theſe yi. 
rates, my dear Macheath is not of the crew. Perhaps 
J may hear of him among the ſlaves of the next planta- 
tion. How ſultry is the day ! the cool of this ſhade 
will refreſh me. I am jaded too with reflection. Huy 
reſtleſs is love! | Mufic, two or three bars of the dead 
march.) My imagination follows him every where, 
would my feet were as ſwift ; the world then could not 
hide him from me. | Two or three bars more.] Yet even 

thought is now bewilder'd in purſuing him. [7 

three bars more.] I'm tir'd, I'm faint. [The Symphony. 


AIR XXIII. Dead March in Coriolanus. 


Sleep, O ſleep, 
With thy rod of intantation, 
Charm my imagination. 
Then, only then, I ceaſe to weep, 
By thy porwer, 
T be virgin, by time overtaken, 
For years forlorn, forſaken, 
Enjoys the happy hour. 
What's to fleep ? 
Tis a viſionary bleſſing; 
A dream that's paſt expreſſing, 
Our utmoſt wiſh: poſſeſſing ; 
So may I always keep. [Falls aſlcep. 


Enter Capttern, Hacker, Culverin, Laguerre, and Cut- 
lace. Polly afleep in a diſtant part of the tage. 


Hacker. We ſhall find but a cool reception from 
Morano, if we return. without either booty or intelli- 
gence. 3 
Cutverin. A man of invention hath always intel 
gence ready. I hope we are not exempted from tie 
privilege of travellers. 
Cap/tern. If we had got booty, you know we had 
| reſolv'd to agree in a lye. And, gentlemen, we will 
not have our diligence and duty call'd in queſtion for 
that which every common ſeryant has at his fingers end 
for his juſtification. | 


Laguerre. 
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Laguerre. Alack, gentlemen, we are not ſuch bung- 
lers in love or politics, but we muft know that either 
to get favour or keep it, no man ever ſpeaks what he 
thinks, but what is convenient. | 


AIR XXIV. Three ſheep-ſkins. | 


Cutlace. Of all the fins that are money-ſupplying ; 
Confider the world, tis paſt all denying, 
With all forts, | 
In towns or tourts, 


The richeſt fin is hing. 


Culverin. Fatigue, gentlemen, ſhould have refreſh- 
ment. No man is required to do more than his duty. 
Let us repoſe ourſelves a-while. A ſup or two of our 
cag would quicken invention. {They fit and drink. 

All. Agreed. | = 

Hacker. I had always a genius for ambition. Birth 
and education cannot keep it under. Our proſeſſion is 
great, brothers. What can be more heroic than to 
have declared war with the whole world ? 

Culverin. Tis a pleaſure to me to recollet times: 
paſt, and to obſerve by what ſteps a genius will puſh 
his fortune. 

Hacker. Now as to me, brothers, mark you me. 
After T had rubb'd through my youth with variety of 
adventures, I was prefer'd to be footman to an emi- 
nent gameſter, where, after having improv'd myſelt by 
his manners and converſation, I left him, betook my- 
ſelf to his politer profeſſion, and cheated like a gentle- 
man. For ſome time I kept a Pharasb-bank with ſuc- 
ceſs, but unluckily in a drunken bout was ſtript by a 
more expert brother of the trade. I was now, as 'tis 
common with us upon theſe occafions, forced to have 
| Tecourſe to the highway for a recruit to ſet me up; but 
making the experiment once too often, I was try'd, and 
received ſentence; but got off for tranſportation. Which 
hath made me the man I am. 3 

Laguerre. From a footman I grew to be a pimp to 
a man of quality. ' Conſidering 1 was for ſome time in 
that employment, I look upon myſelf as particularly 
unlucky, that I then miſſed making wy fortune, But, 

to 
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to give htm hrs due, only his death could have prevent. 
ed it. Upon — betook myſelf to another ſervice, 
where my wages not being fuffieient for my pleaſures, 
I robb'd my maſter, and retir'd to viſit foreign parts. 
 _ Cafftern. Now, you muſt know, I was a drawer of 
one of the faſhionable taverns, and of conſequence wa; 


daily in the politeſt converſations. Tho' I ſay it, no- 


body was better bred. I often cheated my maſter, and, 
as a dutiful ſervant, now and then cheated for him. 
had always my gallantries with the ladies that the lords 
and gentlemen brought to our houſe. I was ambitious 
too of a gentleman's profeſſion, and turn'd gameſter, 
Tho' I had great ſkill and no ſcruples, my play would 
not ſupport my extravagancies: So that now and then! 


was forced to rob with piſtols too. So I alſo owe m/ 


rank in the world to tranſportation. 

Culwerin. Our chief, Morano, brothers, had never 
been the man he is, had he not been tram'd up in Eng- 
land. He has told me, that from his infancy he was 
the favourite page of a lady. He had a genius too 
above ſervice, and, like us, ran intq higher life. And, 
indeed, in manners and converſation, tho' he is black, 
no body has more the air of a great man. ; 
Hacker. He is too much attach'd to his pleaſures, 
Fhat miſtreſs of his is a clog to his ambition. She's 
an arrant Cleopatra. . | 

Laguerre. If it were not for her, the Indies would 
be our own.. | 


AIR XXV. Rigadoon. 
By women won, | 
We're all undone, | 
Each wench hath a Syren's charms. 
The lowers deeds 
Are good or ill, 
As whim ſucceeds 
In woman's will + 
Reſolution is lulPd in her arms. 


Hacker. A man in love is no more to be depended on 
than a man in liquor, for he is out of himſelf. 


AIR 


— 
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AIR XXVI. Ton humeur eſt Catharine, 


Woman's like the fiat ring ocean, 
I ho her pathleſs ways can find? 
Every blaſt direds her motion; 
Now ſhe's angry, now ſhe's hind. 
What a fool's the vent'rous lower, 
Whirl*d and toſsd by every wind ! 
Can the bark the port recover - 
When the filly pilot's blind ? 


Hacker. A good horfe is never turn'd looſe among 
mares, till all his good deeds are over. And really 
your heroes ſhould be ſerved the ſame way; for after 
they take to women, they have no good deeds to come. 
That inveigling gypſy, brothers, muſt be hawP'd from 
him by force. And then—the kingdom of Mexics 
ſha} be mine. My lot ſhall be the kingdom of Mexico. 
Capſtern. Who talks of Mexico? [all riſe} VIl never 
give it up. If you outlive me, brother, and I die 
without heirs, I'll leave it to you for a legacy. I hope 
| now you are ſatisfy'd, I have ſet my heart upon it, 
and nobody ſhal! diſpnte it with me, : 
 Lapuerre, The iſland of Cuba, methinks, brother, 
might ſatisfy any reaſonable man. 
| Culverin, That I had alotted for you. Mexico ſhall 

not be parted with without my conſent : captain Mo- 

rana to be ſure will chooſe Peru; that's the country of 
gold, and all your great men love gold. Mexico hath 
only ſilver, nothing but ſilver. Governor of Cartage- 

na, brother, is a pretty ſnug employment. That I 

ſhall not diſpute with you. | 

Capftern. Death, fir,—lI ſhall not part with Mexice 
ſo eaſily, | | 

Hacker, Nor I. 

Culverin. Nor l. 

Laguerre. Nor I. 

Culverin, Nor I. 

Hacker, Draw then, and let the ſurvivor take it. 

| [They fight. 

Polly. Bleſs me, what noiſe was that! Claſhing of 

[words and fighting | Which way ſhall I fly, how ſhall 


I eſcape ? * 
| Capſtern. 
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Capftern. Hold, hold, gentlemen, let us decide oy 
pretenſions ſome other time. I ſee booty. A priſone 
Let us ſeize him. | 

Culwerin. From him we will extort both ranſom ant 
intelligence, | 

Polly. Spare my life, gentlemen. If you are the wa 
I take you for, J ſought you to ſhare your fortunes, 

Hacker. Why, who do you take us for, friend? 

Polly. For thoſe brave ſpirits, thoſe Alexanders, thy 
ſhall ſoon by conqueſt be in poſſeſſion of the Indies. 

Laguerre, A mettled young fellow. 

Capſtern. He ſpeaks with reſpect too, and gives u 
our titles. 

Culverin. Have you heard of captain Morano? 
1 Polly. I came hither in mere ambition to ſerve unde 

im, 2 
AIR XXVII. Ve nymphs and ſylvan gods, 
I Hate thoſe coward tribes, 
* MWhoby mean ſneaking bribes, 
By tricks and Agile, 
By flattery and lies, 
To power and grandeur riſe. 
| Like heroes of old © 
You are greatly bold, 
The ns your cauſe ſupports. 
Untaught to fawn, 
You neer were drawn 
Your truth to pawn 
Among the ſpawn, | 
Who practiſe the frauds of courts. 


I would willingly chooſe the more honourable way d 
making a fortune. 3 
Hacker. The youth ſpeaks well. Can you infor 
us, my lad, of the diſpoſition of the enemy? Havethe 
Indians join'd the factory? We ſhould advance toward 
them immediately, Who knows but they may fee 
with us? May-hap they may like our tyranny better, 
Polly. lam a ſtranger, gentlemen, and entirely ige. 
rant of the affairs of this country : But in the molt 


deſperate undertaking, Jam ready to riſque your fore 


tunes. 
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Hacker. Who, and what are you, friend! | 
Poly. A young fellow, who has genteely run out 
his fortune with a ſpirit, and would now with more 
ſpirit retrieve it, | . — 

Culverin. The lad may be of ſervice. Let us bring 
him before Morano, and leave him to his diſpoſal. 

Polly. Gentlemen, I thank you. 


AIR XXVIII. Minuet. 


Culverin. Cheer up my lads, let us puſh on the fray, 
| For battles, like women, are loſt by delay. 
Let us ſeize victory while in aur power ; 
Alike war and love have their critical hour. 
Our hearts bold und ſteady 
Should always be ready, 
So, think war a widow, a kingdom the dower, 
| [Exeunt. 


SCENE, Another Country Proſper. 


Morano, Jenny. 
Morano, Sure, huſſy, you have more ambition and 
more vanity than to be ſerious in perſuading me to quit 
my conqueſts. Where is the woman who is not fond. 
of title? And one bold ſtep more, may make you a 
queen, you gypſy. Think of that. 


AIR XXIX. Mirleton. 


When I'm great, and fluſh of treaſure, 
Checkt d 4 neither {aſe 2 
You ſhall tread a round of pleaſure, 
Morning, naon, and night the ſame, 
With a Mirleton, c. 
Like a city wife or beauty 
You ſhall flutter life away ; 
And ſball knoxy na ather duty, 
| But to dreſs, eat, drink, and play. 
1 TN With a Mirleton, Cc. | 
en you are a queen, Jenny, you ſhall keep your 
coach and ſix, and ſhall game bop as you — 
there's the two chief ends of woman's ambition — 
| AIR 
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AIR XXX. Sawny was tall, and of noble race 


Shall I not be bold when honour calls? 
You've & heart that would upbraid me the 
Jenny. But, ah, I fear, if my hero falls, 

: Thy Jenny ſhall ne'er know pleaſure again, 
Morano. To deck their wiwves fond tradeſmen cheat; 
1 conquer but io make thee great. 

But if my hero falls—ah then 


Jenny, | 
 Tby Jenny ſhall ner know pleaſure again! 


Morano. Inſinuating creature! but you muſt own 
Jenny, you have had convincing proofs of my fond. 
neſs ; and if you were reaſonable in your love, you 
— have ſome regard to my honour, as well as ny 
perſon. 1 . 

Jenny. Have I ever betray'd you, fince you took 
me to yourſelf ? That's what few women can ſay, who 
ever were truſted. VUC!hh Wh, 20h" 

Morano. In love, Jenny, you cannot out-do me. 
Was it not entirely for you that I diſguiſed myſelf as: 
black, to ſkreen myſelf from women who laid claim to 
me where-ever I went? Is not the rumour of my death, 
which I purpoſely ſpread, credited thro” the whole 
country? Macheath is dead to all the world but you, 
Not one of the crew have the leaſt ſuſpicion of me. 

Jenny. But, dear captain, you would not ſuie per. 
ſuade me that ] have all of you. For tho women can 
not claim you, you now and then lay claim to other 
women. But my jealouſy was never teazing or ven. 
tious. You will pardon me, my dear. 

Morano. Now you are filly, | From Pr/ythee—pob: 
Nature; girl, is not to be corrected at once. What 0 
you propoſe ? What would you have me do ? Speat 
out, let me know your mind, | 

Fenny. Know when you are well. 

Morano. Explain yourſelf; ſpeak your fentiment 
freely. 520 

Jenny. You have a competence in your power. Rob 
the crew, and ſteal off to England. Believe me, cap 


tain, you will be rich enough to be reſpected by you 


neighbours. 3 
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Mirano. Your opinion of nie ſtartles me. For I ne- 
yer in my life was treacherous but to women; and you 
now men of the niceſt punctilio make nothing of that. 
Jenny. Look round among all the ſnug fortunes that 
ate made, and you will find moſt of them were ſecured 
by judicious retreat. Why will you bar yourſelf from 
the cuſtoms of the times? 


AIR XXXI. Northern Nancy. 


How many men have found the ſkill 
Of power and wealth acquiring? 
But ſure there's a time to ſtint the will, 

And the judgment is in retiring. 
For to be diſplac'd, 
For to be diſgrac'd, 
I the end of too 5105 aſpiring. 


Enter Sailor. 


Sailor. Sir, lieutenant YVanderbluff wants to ſpeak 
with you. And he hopes your honour will give him 
the hearing. 55 [Exit. 
Merano. Leave me, Jenny, for a few minutes. Per- 
aps he would ſpeak with me in private. 

Jenny. Think of my advice before it is too late. By 
this kiſs I beg it of you. [Exit, 


Enter Vanderbluff. 


| Vanderbluff. For ſhame, captain; what, hamper'd 
in the arms of a woman, when your honour and glory 
are all at ſtake! while a man is grappling with theſe 
gil-flirts, pardon the expreſſion, captain, he runs his 
reaſon a-ground ; and there muſt be a woundy deal of 
labour to ſet it a-float again. h 15 


| AIR XXXIT. Amante fuggite cadente belta. 
Fine women are devils, complete in their way 


| They always ” roving and cruiſing for prey. 


- CS ww Az * S 


When flounce an their hook, their views they obtain, 
| Like thoſe too their pleaſure is giving us pain. 
Excuſe my plain ſpeaking, captain ; a boatſwain muſt 
lwear ina ſtorm, and a man muſt ſpeak plain, when he 
lees foul weather a-head of us, 


Morano. 


166 POLLY, an O'P'ER A. 
Morano. D'you think me like the wheat ear, Onl 


fit for ſunſhine, who cannot bear the leaſt cloud ow! Mora 


him? No, Vanderbluff, I have a heart that can face, 0 
tempeſt of dangers. Your bluſt' ring will but make n Sai 
obſtinate. You ſeem frighten'd; lieutenant... IR X. 


Vanderbluff. From any body but you, that ſpeech a 
ſhould have had another-gueſs anſwer than — | 


Death, captain, are not the Indies in diſpute ? an heurt 1 
delay may make their hands too many for us. Cin 
the word, captain, this hand ſhall take the Indian lig 1 
pris'ner, and keel-hawl him afterwards, till I male 
| Fim diſcover his gold. I have known you eager to ves. } 
ture your life for a leſs prize. £00 | 
Morano. Are Hacker, Culverin, Capftern, Laguerr, | 
and the reſt, whom we ſent out for intelligence, n. oubt n 
turn'd, that you are under this immediate alarm: get] 
Vanderbluff. No, fif ; but from the top of yon kill ﬀ'* 
I * ſaw the enemy putting themſelves in order f Unter 
battle. 5 8 
Morano. But we have nothing at all to apprehend; Jenn) 
for we have till a ſafe retreat to our ſhips. d w 
Vanderbluff. To our women, you mean. Furie: Harn ſo! 
you talk like one. If our captain is bewitch'd, ſhall we Mey ar: 
be be-devil'd, and loſe the footing we have got. [ Drau Nin. 
Morano. Take care, lieutenant. This language may i Yand: 
provoke me. | fear nothing, and that you know. fu u a gc 
up your cutlace, lieutenant, for I thall not ruin ou Jenn 
cauſe by a private quarrel. | Vand, 
Vanderbluff. Noble captain, I aſk pardon. ou thou 
Morano. A brave man thould be cool till action, lie: m, no 
tenant; when danger preſſes us, I am always ready, rtion. 
Be ſatisfy'd, I will take my leave of my wife, and the" WW ora: 
take the command. | hay be 
Vanderbluff. That's what you can never do till u he? 
have her leave. She is but juſt gone from you, fi. BM Hacke 
See her not; hear her not; the breath of a woman hu anger, 
ever proved a contrary wind to great actions. erally f 
Morane, I tell you I will ſee her. I have got rido ae qu: 
many a woman in my time, and you may, truſt me- Mora: 
Vanderbluſf. With any woman but her. The hu. Ph. 
band that is govern'd is the only man that never find e wor! 
out that he is ſo. | | Ne worl 


Moran 
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Mirano. This then, lieutenant, ſhall try my reſolu- 


n. In the mean time, fend out parties and ſcouts to 
Gree the motions of the Indians. © 


IB XXXIII. Since all the world's turn'd upſide down. 


Tho different paſſions rage by turns, 
Within my breaſt fermenting; 
Now blazes lowe, now honour . "BY 
I'm here, I'm there conſenting. 
Pl each obey, ſo keep my oath, 
That oath by which I won her : 
With truth and fleddineſs in both, 
Ill act like a man of honour. 


oubt me not, lieutenant. But I'll now go with you, 
 oive the neceſſary commands, and after that return to 
ke my leave before the battle. 

| Enter Jenny, Capſtern, Culverin, Hacker, La- 
guerre, Polly. 


Jenny. Hacker, fir, and the reſt of the party are re- 
und with a priſoner. Perhaps from him you may 
arn ſome intelligence that may be uſeful. See, here 
ey are, A clever ſprightly young fellow! I like 
im. | [A/ide. 

Vanderbluff. What cheer, my lads ? has fortune ſent 
du a good prize? | | 
Jenny. He ſeems ſome rich planter's ſon. 
| Vanderbluff. In the common practice of commerce 
ou thould never flip an opportunity, and for his ran- 
bm, no doubt, there will be room for comfortable ex- 
tion. | | 
Morano. Hath he inform'd you of any thing that 
1 2 of ſervice ? where pick'd you him up? whence 
e! 

Hacker. We found him upon the road. He is a 
langer, it ſeems, in theſe parts. And as our heroes ge- 
erally ſet out, extravagance, gaming, and debauchery _ 
ave qualify'd him for a brave man. | 5 
Morano. What are you, friend? | 
Pulp. A young fellow, who hath been robb'd b 
8 world; and I came on purpoſe to join you, to * 
ne world by way of retaliation, An open war with - 

| the 


* 
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the whole world is brave and honourable. J hate th 
clandeſtine pilfering war that is practiſed among friend 
and neighbours in civil ſocietie:. I would ſerve, fir, 
AIR XXXIV. Hunt the ſquirrel. 
* The world is always jarring ; * 
This is purſuing, 
Tother man's ruin, 
Friends with friends are warring, 
In a falſe cowardly way. 
Spurr'd on by emulations, 
ongues are engaging, 
Calumny raging, 
Murthers reputations, 
Enwy keeps up the fray. 
Thus, with burning hate, 
Tach, returning hate, 
Wounds and robs his friends, 
In ciwil life, 
Even man and wife 


Squabble for ſelfiſh ends. 

Fenny. He really is a mighty pretty man. [Afde 

Vanderbluſf. The lad promiſes well, and has juſt no- 
tions of the world. | 

Morano. Whatever other great men do, I love to er- 
courage merit. The youth pleaſes me; and if he ar 
ſwers in action d' you hear. me, my lad ?—your for 
tune is made. Now lieutenant Vanderbluff, I am for 


A | 
7 Vanderbluff. Diſcipline muſt not be neglected. 
Morano. When every thing is ſettled, my dear Jeny, 
I will return to take my leave. After that, young get 
tleman, I ſhall try your mettle. In the mean tim, 
enny, | leave you to ſift him with farther queſtions. 
f has liv'd in the world, you find, and may haue 
[ Exeunt, with the ref 
| the Pirates 
Jenny. How many women have you ever ruin 
young gentleman ! | 
Polly. I have been ruin'd by women, madam. But 
I think indeed a man's fortune cannot be more honour 
ably diſpoſed of ; for thoſe have always a kind of on 


learnt to be treacherous. 


Like 


won't 


ver w 


loye. 


| Poll 
keeps 
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to their protection, who have been ruin'd in their ſer- 
vice. TLC 
Jenny. Were you ever in love? 

Polly With the ſex. . | 
enny. Had you never a woman in love with you ? 
Polly. All the women that ever I knew were merce- | 


arys : 

, * But ſure you cannot think all women ſo. 
Polly. Why not as well as all men? the manners of 

| courts are c— | . 
Jenny. If you have found only ſuch uſage, a gene- 

rous woman can the more oblige you. Why ſo baſh- 

ful, young ſpark ? You don't look as if you would re- 

| venge yourſelf on the ſex. | 

Polly. loft my impudence with my fortune. Pover- 
ty keeps down aſſurance. 

| Jenny. Tm a plain- ſpoken woman, as you may find, 

and | own I like you. And, let me tell you, to be my 

| favourite may be your belt ſtep to preferment. 


AIR XXXV. Young Damon once the lovelieſt ſwain. 
In love and life the preſent uſe ; 


One hour we grant, the next refuſe ; 

Who then would riſque a nay £ 
Were lovers wiſe they would be kind, 
And in our eyes the moment find; 
Fer only then they may. 


Like other women I ſhall run to extremes. If you 
won't make me love you, I ſhall hate you. There ne- 
ver was a man of true courage, who was a coward in 
Hove, Sure you are not afraid of me, ſtripling ? 
1 [Taking Polly by the hand. 
Polly. I know you only zailly me. Reſpect, madam 
keeps me in awe. | | 8 
| Jenny. By your expreſſion and behaviour, one would 
think I were your wife. If ſo, I may make uſe of her 
Freedoms, and do what I pleaſe without ſhame or re- 
ſtraint, [ Kiſſes ber.] Such raillery as this, my dear, re- 
quires replication. ; 5 


| Polly. You'll pardon me then, madam. [Kiſſes her. 
——— 


Yor, III. Jenny. 
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| Jenny. What, my cheek ! let me die, if, by you 
S 8, I ſhould not take you for my brother or my fa. 
ther. 5 1 

Polly. I muſt put on more aſſurance, or I ſhall be diſcs. 
ver'd. [ Aſide.] Nay then, madam, if a woman will al. 
low me liberties, they are never flung away upon me. 
If I am too rude | I. xKiſſees ber 
Jenny. A woman never pardons the contrary fault, 


AIR XXXVI. Catharine Ogye. 


We never blame the forward ſwain, | : 
Mo puts us tothe trial. * 
Polly. Ano. yon firſt would give me pain, 1; J 
Then baulk me with denial. 1 
Jenny. I bat mean we then by being try'd ? un 
Polly. MWith ſcorn and ſlight to uſe us. 1 ay 
| Moſt beauties, to indulge their pride, 
Seem kind but to 2 us. 
Jenny. Come then, my dear, let us take a turn i 
yonder grove, A woman never ſhews her pride but be- 
fore witneſſes. : | 
Polly. How ſhall I get rid of this affair? Id. 
Morano may ſurprize us. 5 
enny. That is more a wife's concern. Conſide, 
young man, if I have put myſelf in your power, you Bi 
are in mine. | | 
Polly. We may have more eaſy and ſafe opportunities Jen 
Beſides, I know, madam, you are not ſerious. Mu 
Jenny. To a man who loſes one opportunity, e world 
never grant a ſecond. Excuſes! conſideration l he ha king. 
not a ſpark of love in him. I muſt be his averſion: WWW and, u 
go, monſter, I hate you, and you ſhall find I can be for my 
venged. ; | | 5 pudenc 
AIR XXXVII. Roger a Coverly. ; 


My heart is by love forſaken, 
I feel the tempeſt growing ; 
A fury the place hath taken, 
I rage, | burn, I'm glowing. 
Tho Cupid's arrows are erring, 
Or indifference may ſecure ye, 
When woman revenge is ſtirring, 
Dou cannot cape that fury. 


{ coul 
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could bear your excuſes, but thoſe looks of indiffe- 
rence kill me. | 


Enter Morano. 


Jenny. Sure never was : ſuch inſolence! how could 
you leave me with this bawdy-houſe bully ? for if he 
bad been bred a page, he muſt have made his fortune. 
| If I had given him the leaft encouragement, it would 
not have provoked me. Odious creature! 
Mora no. What-a-vengeance is the matter ? 

Jenny. Only an attempt upon your wife. So ripe 
an afſurance! he muſt have ſuck'd in impudence from 
his mother. 2 : | 

Morano. An act of 9 only. He meant to 
puſh his fortune with the huſband. Tis the way of 
the town, my dear. 


AIR XXXVIIL Bacchus ma dit. 


By halves no friend 
Now ſeeks to do you pleaſure, 
Their help they lend 

In every part of life ; 
If huſbands part, E 
T he friend hath always. leiſure; 


Then all his heart 
Is bent to pleaſe the wife, - 


Jenny. I hate you for being ſo little jealous. 

Morano, Sure, Jenny, you know the way of the 
world better, than to be ſurprized at a thing of this 
kind. *Tis'a Civility that all you fine ladies expett'; 
and, upon the like occaſion, IT could not have anſwer'd 
for myfelf, 1 own, I have a fort of partiality to im- 
| pudence. Perhaps too, his views might be honoura- 
ble. If T had been kill'd in battle, tis good to be be- 
forehand. I know tis a way often practiſed to make 
3 of a wido op. I, 
envy. If I find you fo eaſy in theſe affairs, you ma 
make my virtue leſs cblidare.- EN; "I 


"Ione 
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AIR XXXIX. Health to Betty, 
If huſbands fit unſteady, 
Moſt wives for freaks are ready, 
Neglect the rein 
The ſteed again . 
Grows ſkittiſh, wild, and heady. 

Your behaviour forces me to ſay, what my love ſot 
vou will never let me put in practice. You are 100 
ſafe, too ſecure, to think of pleaſing me. 

Morano. T ho' I like impudence, yet tis not ſo 
agreeable when put in practice upon my own wiſe: 
and, jeſting apart, young fellow, if I ever catch you 
thinking this way again, a Cat-o*=nine-tails ſhall coo 
your courage. 1 | 


Enter Vanderbluff, Capſtern, Laguerre, Sc. with 


Cawwawkee priſoner. | 2 
 Vanderbluff. The party, captain, is return'd with ame 
ſucceſs. After a ſhort ſkirmiſh, the Indian prince L 
Cawwawhkee here was made priſoner, and we want mal 
your orders for his diſpoſal. aan, ws 
Morano. Are all our treops ready and under arms? 0 
Vandertluff. They wait but for your command. Ou If 
numbers are ſtrong. All the ſhips crews are drayn 0 
out, and the ſlaves that have deſerted to us from the 57 
plantations are all brave determin'd fellows, who muf loſo} 
behave themſelves well. C 
Morano. Look e lieutenant, the truſſing up this prince, M 
in my opinion, would ſtrike a terror among the epeny: C, 
Beſides, dead men can do no miſchief. | Let a gibbet be M 
ſet up, and ſwing him off between the armies befor num 
the onſet. 55 TE. ſonab 
Yanderbluff. By your leave, captain, my adviceblow 


directly contrary. Whatever may be done hereafte) 
J am for putting him firſt of all upon examination. The 
Indians to be. ſure have hid their treaſures, and t 
ſhall want a guide to ſhew us the beſt plunder. 
Morano. Ihe cœunſel is good. I will extort intel. 
gence from him. Bring me word when the enen ate 
in motion, and that inſtant I'll put myſelf at your be 
{Exit /ailer.] Do you know me, prince ? * 
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Cav. As a man of injuſtice I know you, who covets 
and invades the properties of another. 

Morano. Do you know my power? 

Caw. I fear it not. 

Mirano. Do you know your danger? 
Ca I am prepar'd to meet it. 
AIR XL. Cappe de Bonne Eſperance. 


The body of the brave may be taken, 

If chance bring on our adverſe hour; 
But the noble ſoul is unſhaken, 
For that till is in our power : 
77 a rock whoſe firm foundation 

Macks the warwves of perturbation ; 
Jis a never-dying ray, 

Brighter in our evil day. 

Merand Mere downright Barbarians, you ſee lieu- 
tenant, They have our notional bonour ſtill in practice 
among them. "4 4 | „„ 

Vanderbluff. We muſt beat civilizing into 'em, to 
make em capable of conimon ſociety, and common 
converſation. . | 

Morano. Stubborn prince, mark mie well. Know you, 
Ifay, that your life is in my power? 

aw. I know too, that my virtue is in my own, 

NMorano. Not a mule, or an old out-of-faſhion'd phi- 
loſopher could be more obſtinate. Can you feel pain? 

Caw. I can bear it. 

Morano. I ſhall try you. | 

Caw. I ſpeak truth, I never affirm but what I know. 

Morano. In what condition are your troops? What 
numbers have you? How are they diſpoſed ? Act rea- 

ſonably and openly, and you ſhall find protection. 
Ca. What, betray my friends! I am no coward, 
European. | | 

Morano, Torture ſhall make you ſqueak. 

Caro. I have reſolution; and pain ſhall neither make 
me lie or betray. I tell thee once more, European, I 
am no coward, | | | 

Vanderbluff. What, neither cheat nor be cheated ! 

here is no having either commerce or correſpondence 
with theſe creatures. | 


— Jenny. 


do much. 
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Fenn We have reaſon to be thankful for our good 
education. How ignorant is mankind without it 
Cap/tern, I wender too the brute ſpeaks. 
Laguerre. They would make a ſhew of him in Fs. 
. Co 
Jenny. Poh, they would only take him for a fool. 
Capſtern. But how can you expect any thing ell 
from a creature, who hath never ſeen a civiliz'd coun. 
try? Which way ſhould he know mankind? 
Jenny. Since they are made like us, to be ſure, were 
they in England they might be taught. 
Laguerre. Why we ſee country gentlemen grow into 
courtiers, and country gentlewomen, with a little po- 
lifhing of the town, in a few months become fine ladies 
Jenny. Without doubt, education and example can 
Polly. How happy are theſe ſavages ! Who would 
not wiſh to be in ſuch ignorance. © [Aft 
Morano. Have done, I beg you, with your muſty fe 
flections: Vou but interrupt the examination. You 


have treaſures, you have gold and filver among you, I 


ſuppoſe. . EXE; 
' Caw. Better it had been for us if that ſhining earth 
had never been brought to lighglt. 
Mor ano. That you have treaſures then you own, it 
ſeems. I am glad to hear you confeſs ſomething. 
Caro. But, out of benevolence, we ought to hide it 
from you. For, as we have heard, *tis fo rank a por 
| ſon to you Europeans, that the very touch of it makes 


you mad, | 
AIR XLI. When bright Aurelia tripp'd the plain 
For gold you ſacrifice your fame, 6 
Your honour, life, and friends 
You war, you fawn, you lie, you games 
And plunder without fear or ſhame ; 
Can madneſs this tranſcend ?®%>o>aa ©» 
Morano. Bold favage, we are not to be inſulted with 
your ignorance. If you would ſave your lives, fol 
muſt, like the beaver, leave behind you what we hunt 
you for, or we ſhall not quit the chaſe. Diſcovery 


treaſures, your hoards, for I will have the ranſacking 0 
em. 85 5 


one \ 


7 
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enny. By his ſeeming to ſet ſome value upon gold, 
2 = cbink that he had ſome glimmering of ſenſe. 
AIR XLII. Peggy's Mill. 
When gold is in hand, | 
It gives us command; 
J. bad. us lov' d and reſpected. 
'Tis now, as of yore, | 
Wit and ſenſe, when poor, 
Are ſcorn'd, verlook'd, and neglected. 
T ho' peeviſh and old, 
1f women have gold, . 
"hey have youth, good- humour, and beauty : 
Among all mankind | | 
Without it we find 
Nor love, nor favour, nor duty, 


Marano. I will have no more of theſe interruptions. 
Since women will be always talking, one would think 
they had a chance now and then to talk in ſeaſon, 
Once more I aſk you, obſtinate, audacious favage, if 
I grant you your life, will you be uſeful to us? For 
you ſhall find mercy upon no other terms. I will have 
immediate compliance, or you ſhall undergo the torture. 

Caw, With dithonour life is nothing worth. 

Morano, Furies! Pl trifle no longer. 


RECITATIVE, Sia ſuggetta la plebe, in Coriolan, 


Hence let him feel his ſentence, 
Pain brings repentance. 


Laguerre. Vou would not have us put him to death, 
captain? 1 1 | 

Morano. Torture him leifurely, but ſeverely. I ſhall 
ſtagger your reſolution, Indian. 


RECITATIVE. 
Hence, let him feel his ſentence. 
Pain brings repentance. | 
But hold, TIl ſee him tortur'd. Iwill have the pleaſure 
of extorting anſwers from him myſelf. So keep him ſafe 
till you have my directions. 5 
Laguerre. It ſhall be done. i 
Morano. As for you, young gentleman, I think it not 
proper to truſt you till know you farther. Let him 
4 | be 
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be your priſoner too ti'l J give order how to diſpoſe of 


him. [Exeunt Caw. and Polly guarded, . 

Vanderbluff. Come, noble captain, take one hearty bes 
fmack upon her lips, and then ſteer off; for one kiſ bs 
requires another, and you will never have done with | 
Her. If once a man and woman come to grappling, om 
there's no haw:ing of em aſunder. Our friends ex- t 
pect us. | on 
Jenny. Nay, lieutenant Fanderbluff, he ſhall not go - 
yet. 

Vanderbluff. I'm out of all patience. There is: 55 
time for all things, madam. But a woman thinks all . 
times muſt be ſubſervient to her whim and humour, * 
We fhouid be now upon the ſpot. _ 

Jenny. ls the captain under your command, lieute ge 
Hank ? . 

Vanderbluff. I know women better than ſo, I ſtall ing 
never diſpute the command with any gentleman's wife. len 
Come, captain, a woman will never take the laſt kiſs; tak 
ſhe will always want another. Break from her clutches, th- 

Morano. 1 muſt go But I cannot. | do: 

AIR XLIII. Excuſe me. Co 
Honour calls me from thy arms, [To him. 
With glory my bojom is beating. 
Victory ſummons to arms: then 5 arms 
Let us baſte, for we're ſure of defeating. 
One mh Leer, — N To her, 
Ob, Tam lt again ! | 
What a power ba: beauty! 
But bonuur calls, and I muff axvay. [To him, 
But love forbids, and I muſt obey. [To ber, 
You grow too bold ; [V anderbluffpulling him away. 7 
Hence, looſe your hold, To him. capt 
For love claims all my duty. [To her, 7 
They will bring us word when the enemy is in motion. ſure: 
I know my own time, lieutenant. | love 
Vanderbluff. Loſe the Indies then, with all my heart. for! 
Loſe the money, and you loſe the woman, that I can . 
tell you, captain. Furies, what would the woman be teas 
vice 


at ! 


Jenn. 


4 
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Jenny. Not ſo haſty and choleric. I beg you, lieute- 

| nant. Give me the hearing, and perhaps, whatever 

you may think of us, you may once in your life hear a 

woman ſpeak reaſon. | | 

| Panderbluff. Diſpatch then. And if a few words 
can ſatisfy you, be brief. | 

Jenny. Men only flight womens advice thro'an over- 
conceit of their own opinions. I am againſt hazarding 
a battle. Why ſhould we put what we have already 
got to the riſque? We have money enough on board 
our thips to ſecure our perſons, and can reterve a com- 
fortable ſubſiſtance beſides. Let us leave the Indies to 
our comrades. | | 

Yanderbluff. Sure you are the firſt of the ſex that 
ever ſtinted herſelf in love or money. If it were con- 
ſiſtent with our honour, her counſel were worth liſten- 
ing to. 

* Conſiſtent with our honour! For ſhame, 
lieutenant ; you talk downright Indian. One would 
take you for the ſavage's brother, or couſin-german at 
leaſt, You may talk of honour, as other great inen 
do: But when intereit comes in your way, you ſhould 
do as other great men do. 


ö;—⁵l Ruben. © 


Homur plays a bubble's part, 
Ever bilk'd and cheated; 
Newer in ambition heart, 
Int'reſt there is ſeated, 
Honour was in uſe of yore, 
Th by want attended: 
Since 'twa: talk'd of, and no more; 
Lord, how times are mended! 

Vanderbluff. What think you of her propoſal, noble 
captain? We may puſh matters too far. . 

Jenny. Conſider, my dear, the Indies are only trea- 
ſures in expectation. All your ſenſible men, now-a- days, 
love the ready. Let us ſeize the ſhips then, and away 
for England, while we have the opportunity. 

Vanderbuff. Sure you can have no ſcruple againſt 
eau. y, cahtain. *Tis as common a money-petting 
vice as an) in faſhion; for who now-a-days ever bog- 
les at giving up his crew? | 


15 Morano 
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- Morano. But the baulking of a great deſign— 
Vanderbluff. *Tis better baulking our own deſigns, 

than have them baulk'd by others; for then our deſigns 

and our lives will be cut ſhort together. 


AIR XLV. Troy Town. 
When ambition's ten years toils 
Have heap'd up mighty boards of gold; 
Amid the harveſt of the ſpoils, 
Acquir'd by fraud and rapine bold, 
Comes juſtice, The great ſcheme is croff, 
At once wealth, life, and fame, are loft. 


This is a melancholy reflection for ambition, if it eyc; 
could think reaſonably. | 
Morano. If you are ſatisfy'd, and for your ſecurih, tut 
Jenny. For any man may allow that he has money He 
enough, when he hath enough to ſatisfy his wife. 1 
Vanderbluff. We may make our retreat without ſuf- 


picion, for they will readily impute our being miſs'd to * 
the accidents of war. . | . 
8 0 

Enter Sailor. | 

Sail. There is juſt now news arriv'd, that the troop; tion 
of the plantation have intercepted the paſſage to our gue 
ſhips ; fo that victory is our only hope. The India 1 
forces too are ready to march, and our's grow impati- ort 
ent for your preſence, noble captain. 2 
Morano. I'll be with 'em. Come then, lieutenant, For 
for death or the world. f ope 


Jenny. Nay then, if affairs are deſperate, nothing 
{ball part me from you. Pll ſhare your dangers. 

Morano. Since I muſt have an empire, prepare your- 
ſelf, Jenny, for the cares of royalty. Let us onto 
battle, to victory. Hark the trumpet. [Trumpet ſound 


AIR XLVI. We've cheated the parſon. 
Deſpair leads to battle, no courage fo great: 

"= They muſt conquer or die who've no retreat. 
Vanderbluff. No retreat. 


enny. No retreat. | | 
orano. They mufl conquer or die who've noretreat. Ils 


SCENS 
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SCENE, A room a poor cottage. 


. Cawwawkee in chains, Polly. 


Polly. Unfortunate prince! I cannot blame your diſ- 
belief, when I tell you that I admire your virtues, and 
ſhare in your misfortunes. Wo . 

Caw, To be oppreſſed by an European implies merit. 
Yet you are an European. Are you fools? Do you 
believe one another? Sure ſpeech can be of no. uſe 
among you. | 

Polly. There are conſtitutions that can reſiſt a peſti- 
lence. _ | 
Caw. But ſure vice muſt be inherent in ſuch conſti- 
tutions. You are aſham'd of your hearts, you can lie. 
How can you bear to look into yourſelves ? 

Polly. My ſincerity could even bear your examination. 

Caw. You have cancell'd faith, How can I believe 
you ? You are cowards too, for you are cruel. £ 

Polly. Would it were in my power to give you proofs 
of my compaſſion. 

Cao. You can be avaritious. That is a complica- 
tion of all vices It comprehends them all. Heaven 
guard our country from the infection. : 

Polly. Yet the worſt men allow virtue to be amiable, 
or there would be no hypocrites. 5 

Caw. Have you then hypocriſy ſtill among you? 
For all that I have experienced of your manners is 
open violence, and barefaced injuſtice. Who that had 
A* felt the ſatisfaction of virtue would ever part with 
It! 


AIR XLVII. T'amo tanto. 

Virtue's treaſure, 

1s a pleaſure, | 
Cheerful even amid diſtreſs ; 

Nor pain nor crofjes, | 

Nor grief nor loſſes, 
Nor death itſelf can make it leſs, ! 
Flere relying, 

Suff *ring, dying, 
Honeſt fouls find all redreſs. 

5 Polly. 


\ 
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Polly. My heart feels your ſentiments, and my tongue 
longs to join in 'em. | | 

Caw. Virtue's treaſure 

[s a pleaſure, 
Polly. Cheerful even amid diſtreſs ; 

- Caw. Nor pain nor croſſes, 

Polly. Nor grief nor loſſes, 
Caw. Nor death itſelf can make it leſs. 
Polly. Here relying, 

Caw. Suff ring, dying, 

Polly. Honeſt ſouls find all redreſs. 

Ca. Having this, T want no other conſolation, 1 
am prepared for all misfortune. | 

Polly. Had you means of eſcape, you could not re- 

fuſe it. To preſerve your life is your duty. 
Ca. By diſhoneſt means, I ſcorn it. 

Polly. But ſtratagem is allow'd in war; and 'tis lau- 
ful touſe all the weapons employ'd againft you. You 
may ſave your friends from affliction, and be the inſtry- 
ment of reſcuing your country. „ 

Caw. Thoſe are powerful inducements. I ſeek not 
voluntarily to reſign my life. While it laſts, I would 
do my duty | | 

Polly. Til talk with our guard, What induces them 
to rapine and murder, will induce them to betray, 

You may offer them what they want; and from no 
hands, upon no terms, corruption can reſiſt the temp- 
tation. | 

Cao. I have no ſkill. Thoſe who are corrupt then- 
ſelves know how to corrupt others You may doas. 
you pleaſe. But whatever you promiſe for me, con- 
trary to the European cuſtom, I will perform. For, 
tho a knave may break his word with a knave, an ho- 
neft tongue knows no ſuch diſtinctions. 
Polly. Gentlemen, I defire ſome conference with 
you, that may be tor your advantage. | 


Enter Laguerre, and Capſtern. 


Polly. Know you that you have the Indian prince in 
your cuſtody ? 
Laguerre. Full well. | 
Polly. Know you the treaſures that are in his power! 
Laguerit, 


| 
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Laguerre. I know too that they ſhall ſoon be our's. 
Polly. In having him in your poſſeſſion they are 
our's. 
F Laguerre. As how, friend? 
Pill He might well reward you. 
Laguerre. For what? 
Polly. For his liberty. 
Cao. Yes, European, I can and will reward you. 
Capſtern. He's a great man, and I truſt no ſuch pro- 
miles. 
| Caw. I have ſaid it, European: And an Indian's 
heart is always anſwerable for his words. 
{ Polly. Think of the chance of war, gentlemen. Con- 
queſt is not ſo ſure when you fight againſt thoſe who 
fight for their liberties. 
Iaguerre. What think you of the propoſal ? 
Capſtern. The prince can give us places; he can 
make us all great men. Such a proſpect I can tell you, 
Laguerre, would tempt our betters. | 
Laguerre. Beſides, if we are beaten, we have no re- 
treat to our ſhips. 
Capſtern. If we gain our ends, what matter how we 
come by it? | 
Laguerre. Every man for himſelf, ſay I. There is 
no being even with mankind, without that univerſal 
maxim. Conſider, brother, we run no riſque. 
Capſtern. Nay, I have no objections. | 
' Laguerre. If weconquer'd, and the booty were to be 
divided among the crews, what would it amount to? 
Perhaps this way we might get more than would come 
to our ſhares. | 
Capſtern. Then too, I always liked a place at court. 
I have a genius to get, keep in, and make the moſt of 
an employment. bh: 
 Laguerre, You will conſider, prince, our own politi- 
cians would have rewarded ſuch meritorious ſervices : 
We'll go off with you: f | 
Capſtern. We want only to be known to beemploy'd. 
Laguerre. Let us unbind him then. 
Polly. Tis thus one able politician outwits and cher; 
and we admire their wiſdom. You may rel; upon the 
| Prince's word as much as if he was a poor man. 
Capſtern. Our fortunes then are made. AIR 
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AIR XLVIII. Down in a meadow. 


Pol. The ſportſmen keep hawks and their quarry they pain; 
Thus the woodcock, the partridge, the pheaſant is ſlain, 
What care and expence for their hounds are emplyy d! 
Thus the fo, and the hare, and the flag are deſtroy. 
The ſpaniel they cheriſh, whoſe flattering way 
Can as well as their maſters cringe, fawn, and betray, 
Thus ftanch politicians, look all the world round, 
Lowe the men who can ſerve as hawk, ſpaniel, o- 

hound. [Exeunt, 


ACT I 
SCENE, The Indian Camp. 


Pohetohee, and Attendants, 


. Inpiax. 
IR, a party from the Britiſb factory have join'd 
us. Their chief attends for your majeſty's orders, 
for their diſpoſition. | | 4 
Pob. Let them be poſted next my command ; for I 
would be witneſs of Note bravery. But firſt let their 
officer know I would ſee him. | [Exit Indian, 


Enter Ducat. 


Ducat. I would do all in my power to ſerve your ma- 
jeſty. I have brought up my men, and now, fir,-! 
would fain give up. I ſpeak purely upon your majelly's 
account. For as to courage and all that—l have been 
a colonel of the militia theſe ten years. 

Poh. Sure, you have not fear. Are you a man? 

Ducat. A married man, fir, who carries his wife's 
heart about him, and that indeed is a little timorous. 
Upon promiſe to her, I am engaged to quit in caſe of 
a battle; and her heart had ever govern'd me more 
than my own. Beſides, fir, fighting is not our buſi- 
neſs; we pay cthers for fighting; and yet *tis well 
known we had rather part with our lives than our mo- 


ney. . 
| 4 Pat, 
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Peh. And have you no ſpirit then to defend it? 
Your families, your liberties, your properties are at 
fake, If theſe cannot move you, you muſt be born 
without a heart. | 
Ducat. Alas, fir, we cannot be anfwerable for human 
infirmiries. :. | 


AIR XLIX. There was an old man, and fe liv'd. 


What man can on virtue or courage repoſe, 
Or gueſs if the touch "twill abide? 
Like gold, if intrinſic ſure no body knows, 
Till weigh'd in the balance and try'd. 


Pub. How different are your notions from ours! We 
think virtue, honour, and courage as eſſential to man as 
his limbs, or ſenſes; and in every man we ſuppoſe the 
qualities of a man, till we have found the contrary ; 
but then we regard him only as a brute in diſguiſe. 
How cuſtom can degrade nature ! 

Ducat. Why ſhould I have any more ſcruples about 
myſelf, than about my money? If I can make my cou- 
rage paſs current, what matter is it to me whether it 
be true or falſe ? *Tis time enough to own a man's 
failings when they are found out. If your majeſty then 
will not diſpenſe with my duty to my wife, with per- 
miſſion, Ill to my poſt. *Tis wonderful to me that 
kings ever go to war, who have ſo much to loſe, and 
nothing eſſential to get. : [ Exit. 
Poh. My ſon a priſoner ! Tortur'd perhaps and in- 
bumanly butcher'd! Human nature cannot bear up 
againſt ſuch afflictions. The war muſt ſuffer by his 
abſence. More then, is required from me. Grief 
raiſes my reſolution, and calls me to relieve him, or 
to a juſt revenge. What mean thoſe ſhouts ? 

| | [ Enter Indian. 
Indian. The prince, fir, is return d. The troops 
are animated by his preſence. With ſome of the pi- 
rates in his retinue, he waits your majeſty's commands. 


Enter Cawwawkee, Polly, Laguerre, Capſtern, &c. 


Poh. Victory then is our's. Let me embrace him. 
Welcome, my ſon. Without thee my heart could not 
have felt a triumph. Caw; 
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Caw. Let this youth then receive your thanks. To 
bim are owing my life and liberty. And the love of 
virtue alone gained me his friendſhip. 

Poh. This hath convinced me that an European can 
be generous and honeft. | | 
Ca. Theſe others, indeed, have the paſſion of 

their country. I owe their ſervices to gold, and my 
romiſe is engaged to reward them, How it gavls 
— to have obligations to a diſhonourable man 

Laguerre. J hope your majeſty will not forget our 
ſervices. | 
Piob. | am bound for my ſon's engagements, 

Cary, For this youth, I will be anſwerable. Like 
a gem found in rubbiſh, he appears the brighter among 
theſe his countrymen. 5 


AIR L. Iris la plus chamante. 


Love with beauty is flying, 

At once tis bluoming — dying. 

But all ſeaſons defying, 

Friendſhip laſts on the year. 

Love is by long enjoying, 
Cleying; 

Friendſhip, enjoy'd the longer, 

Stronger. 
O may the flame divine 
Burn in your breaſt like mine. 


Polly. Moſt noble prince, my behaviour ſhall juſtify 
the good opinion you have of me; and my friendſhip 
is beyond profeſſions. 

Poh. Let theſe men remain under guard, till after 
the battle. All promiſes ſhall then be made good to 
you. [Exit Pirates, guarded, 

Caw. May this young man be niy companion in 
the war? As a boon I requeſt it of you. He knows 
our cauſe is juſt, and that is ſufficient to engage him in 
1 | 
Pob. I leave you to appoint hin his command. Dif 
poſe of him as you judge conyrri::at. 

Ply. To fall into their Eaiics is certain torture and 
death. As far as mv youth and ſergth will permit 
me, you may rely upon my duty. , 

nief 
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Enter Indian. 


Indian. Sir, the enemy are advancing towards us. 
Pob, Victory then is at hand. Juſtice protects us, 


and courage ſhall ſupport us. Let us then to our poſts. 
"2. [Exeunt. 


S CE NE, The field of battle. 


Culverin, Hacker, and Pirates. 


ATR LI. There was a jovial beggar. 
| 1fir, When horns, ith chearful ſound, 


Proclaim the ative day; 

Impatience warms the hound, 

He burns to chaſe tbe prey. 

Chorus. Thus to battle we wil! po, &c- 

2 Pir. How charms the n / 
The brave, with hope poſſeſs'd, 
Forgetting wounds and death, 
Feel conqueſt in their breaſt, 

Chorus. Thus to battle, &c. 


Culverin. But yet I don't ſee, brother Hacker, why 
we ſhould be commanded by a Neger. *Tis all along 
of him that we are led into theſe difficulties. J hate 
this land fighting. I love to have ſea-room. 

Hacker. We are of the council, brother. If ever 
| ve get on board again, my vote ſhall be for calling of 
| Lim to account for theſe pranks. Why ſhould we be 
| _ fools to be ainbitious of fatisfying another's am- 
tion? | 

Culverin. Let us mutiny. I love mutiny as well as 
My wite, 

1 Pir, Let us mutiny. 

2 Fir, Ay, let us mutiny. 

Hacker, Our captain takes too much upon him. T 
am for no engroſſer of power. By our articles he hath 
no command but in a fight or in a ſtorm. Look'ee, 
brothers, I am for mutiny as much as any of you, 


when occaſion offers. 
| | Culverin. 
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Culverin. Right, brother, all in good feaſon. The 
paſs to our ſhips is cut off by the troops of the plants- 


tion. We muſt fight the Indians firſt, and we hayea 


mutiny good afterwards. | 

Hacker. Is Morano ſtill with his doxy ? 

- Culverin. He's yonder on the right, putting his 
troops in order for the onſet. 

Hacker. I wiſh this fight of our's were well over, 
For, to be ſure, let ſoldiers ſay what they will, they 
feel more pleaſure after a battle than in it. 

Culver in. Does not the drum-head here, quarter- 
maſter, tempt you to fling a merry main or two? 

[Takes dice out of his packet, 


Hacker. If I loſe my money, I ſhall reimburſe ny- 


ſelf from the Indians. I have ſet. 
Culverin. Have at you. A nick. Hing. 
Hacker, Throw the dice fairly out. Are you at me 
Again. | ; 
f „ Pm at it. Seven or eleven. [ Fling:,) 
Eleven. ; | 
Hacker, Furies! A manifeſt cog! I won't be bub- 
bled, fir. This would not paſs upon a drunken coun» 
try gentleman. Death, fir, I won't be cheated. 
Culverin. The money is mine. D'you take me for 
a ſharper, ſir? | 
Hacker. Yes, fir. 5 
Culverin, I'll have ſatisfaction ; 
Hacker. With all my heart. [ Fighting 


Enter Morano, Vanderbluff, &c. 


Morano. For ſhame, gentlemen ! [Parting them.] | 
this a time for private quarrel ? What do [ ſee! Dice 
upon the drum-head! If you have not left off thok 
cowardly tools, you are unworthy your profeſſion. The 
articles you have ſworn to, prohibit gaming for money, 
Friendſhip and ſociety cannot ſubſiſt where it is prac: 
tiſed. As this is the day of battle, I remit your pe. 
nalties. But let me hear no more of it. | 
_- Culverin, To be call'd ſharper, captain! is a . 
proach that no man of honour can put up. 

Hacker. But to be one, is what no man of honout 


can practice. 


Moran, 
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Morano. If you will not obey orders, quarter-maſter, 
this piſtol ſhall put an end to the diſpute. [ Claps it 70 
hi; head.] The common cauſe now requires your agree- 
ment. If gaming is ſo rife, I don't wonder that trea- 

chery &111 ſubſiſts among you. 

Hacker. Who is treacherous? 3 

Morano. Capſtern and Laguerre have let the prince 
and the ſtripling, you took priſoner, eſeape, and are 
gone off with them to the Indians. Upon your duty, 
gentlemen, this day depends our all. _ 

Culverin. Rather than have ill blood among us, I 
return the money. I value your friendſhip more, Let 
all animoſities be forgot. , | 
Morano. We ſhould be Indians among ourſelves, and 
ſhew our breeding and parts to every body elſe. If we 
cannot be true to one another, and falſe to all the world 
beſide, there is an end of every great enterprize. 

| 2 We have nothing to truſt to but death or 
victory. | 
Morano. Then hey for victory and plunder, my 


lads! | 
AIR LI. To you fair ladies. 


By bolder ſteps we win the race. 
1Pir, Let's haſte where danger calls. 
Morano. Unleſs ambition —_ its pace, 
| It totters, nods, and falls. 
I Pir. Ve muſt advance or be undone. 
Morano. Think thus, and then the battle's won, 
| Chorus, With a fas la, la, &c. 


Murano. You ſee your booty, your plunder, gentle- 
men. The Indians are juſt upon us. The great mult 
venture death ſome way or other, and the leſs cere- 
mony about it, in my opinicn, the better. But why 
talk I of death! Thoſe only talk of it, who fear it. 
Let us all live, and enjoy our conqueſts. Sound the 
| Charge, 

AIR LI. Prince Eugene's march. 


When the tiger roams, 
And the timorous flack is in his view, 
Fury foams, 


He thirſts for the blood of the crew. 
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His greedy eyes he throws, 
Thirfl with their number grows, 
On he pours, with a wide waſte purſuing, 
Spreading the plain with a general ruin, 
| Thus let us charge, and our foes oer turn. 

Vanderbluff. Let us on one and all ! 
1 Pir. How they fly, how they fall! 
Morano. For the war, for the prize ] burn. 


Vanderbluſt. Were they dragons, my lads, as they 
fit brooding upon treaſure, we would fright them from 
their neſts. | 

Morano. But ſee, the enemy are advancing to cloſe 
engagement. Before the onſet, we'll demand a parley, 
and if we can, obtain honourable terms We are 
overpewer'd by numbers, and our retreat is cut off. 


Enter Pohetohee, Cawwawkee, Polly, c. with ib: 
Indian army drawn up againſt the Pirates. 


Poh. Our hearts are all ready. The enemy halts, 
Let the trumpets give the ſignal. 


AIR LIV. The Marlborough. 
Caw. We the ſword of juſtice drawing, 
error caſt in guilty eyes; 
In its beam falſe courage dies; 
*Tis like lightning keen and awing. 


Charge the foe, 
Lay { ho loa, 
On then and ſtrite the blow. | 
Hark, wvidory calls us. See, guilt is diſmay: [ 
The willain is of his own conſcience aft aid. cer 
In your hands are your lives and your liberties bell you 
The courage of virtue was never repellid. wit 
Pir, Our chief demands a parley. 100 
Pob. Let him advance. ts 
Art thou, Morano, that fell man of prey? mei 
That foe to juſtice? ER For 
Morano. Tremble and obey. tha 
Art thou great Pohetohee yd? wil 
Poh. = = = - - - - - = the ſame, alto 


1 dare avow my actions and my name. 


Mr. 


_ 
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Mor. Thou know'ſt then, king, thy fon there, was 

my priſoner. Pay us the ranſom we demand, allow us 

ſale paflage to our ſhips, and we will give you your lives 
and liberties. 


Pub. Shall robbers and plunderers preſcribe rules to 


right and equity ? Infolent inadman! Compoſition with 
knaves is baſe and ignominious. Tremble at the ſword 
of juſtice, rapacious brute. | 


AIR LV. Les rats. 


Morano. Know then, war's my pleaſure. 

Am 1 thus controul d? 

Both thy heart and treaſure 
PI at once unfold. 

You, like a miſer, ſcraping, hiding, 

Rob all the world; you're but mines of gold. 
Rage my breaſt alarms ; 

War is by kings held right-deciding ; 
Then to arms, to arms ; | 


With this ſword Tl force your hold. 


By thy obſtinacy, king, thou haſt provok'd thy fate ; 


and ſo expect me. | 
N N Rapacious fool; by thy avarice thou ſhalt pe- 
riſk, | | 
Morano. Fall on. 
Poh. For your lives and liberties. 

[igbt, Pirates beat off. 


Enter Ducat. 


Ducat. A flight wound now would have been a good 
certificate ; but who dares contradict a ſoldier? Tis 
your common ſoldiers who muſt content themſelves 
with mere fighting; but *tis we officers that run away 
with the moſt fame as well as pay. Of all fools, the 
fool-hardy are the greateſt, for they are not even to be 
truſted with themſelves. Why ſhould we provoke 
| men to turn again upon us, after they are run away? 
For my own part, I think it wiſer to talk of fighting, 
than only to be talk'd of. The fame of a talking hero 
will fatisfy me; the ſound of whoſe valour amazes and 

alloniſhes all peaceable men, women, and children, 
Sure 
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Sure a man may be allow'd a little lying in his ow 
praiſe, when there's ſo much going about to his dif. 
credit. Since every other body gives a man leſs praiſe 
than he deſerves, a man, in juſtice to himſelf, ought 
to make up deficiencies. Without this privilege, we 
| ſhould have fewer good characters in the world than ve 


have. 
AIR LVI: Mad Robin. 


How faultleſs does the nymph appear, 

When her own hand the picture draws! 
But all others only ſwear 

Her wrinkles, cracks, and flaws. 

Self-Aattery is our claim. and right, 

Let men ſay what they will ; | 

Sure we may ſet our goed in, fight, 

When neighbours jet our ill. 


So, for my own part, Ill no more truſt my reputation 
in my neighbour's hands than my money. But will tum 
them both myſelf to the beſt advantage. 


Enter Pohetohee, Cawwawkee, and Indians. 


Poh. Had Morano been taken or ſlain, our viftory 
had been complete. 

Ducat. A hare may eſcape from a maſtiff. I could 
not be a greyhound too. | . 

Pob. How -have you diſpoſed of the priſoners ? 

Caw. They are all under ſafe guard, till the king's 
juſtice, by their exemplary puniſhment, deters others 
from the like barbarities. | 
 _-Pob. But all our troops are not as yet return'd from 

the purſuit: I am too for ſpeedy juſtice, for in that 

there is a ſort of clemency. Befides, I would not have 
my private thoughts worried by mercy to pardon fuch 
wretches. I cannot be anſwerable for the frailties of 
my nature. | Gb EF 8 

Caw. The youth. who reſcu'd me from theſe cruel 
men is mifling ; and amidſt all our ſucceſſes I cannot 
feel happineſs. I fear he is among the ſlain, My gra- 
titude intereſted itſelf ſo warmly in his ſafety that you 
muſt pardon my concern. What hath victory done for 
me? I have loſt a friend. | AIR 
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AIR LVII. Thro' the wood laddy. 


As fits the ſad turtle alone on the ſpray; 
His heart ſorely beating, 
Sad murmur repeating, | 
Indulging his grief for his conſort aſtray; 
For force ar death only could keep her away. 
Now he thinks of the fowler, and every ſnare ; 
guns have not ſlain her, | 
The net muſt detain her, [tear, 
Thus he'll riſe in my thoughts ev'ry hour with a 
If ſafe from the battle he do not appear, 


Ph, Dead or alive, bring me intelligence of him; 
for I ſhare in my ſon's affliction. [Exit Indian. 
Ducat. J had better too be upon the ſpot, or my men 
may embezzle ſome plunder which by cight ſhould be 
mine. 8 | [ Exit. 


Enter Indian. 


Indian. The youth, fir, with a party is juſt return'd 
from the purſuit. He's here to attend your majeſty's 


commands, 


Enter Polly, and Indians. 


Caw. Pardon, fir, the warmth of my friendſhip, if 
| fly to meet him, and for a moment intercept his duty. 
_ [ Embracing. 


AIR LVIII. Claſp'd in my dear Melinda's arms. 
Polly. Victory is our 3. : | | 
Car.. - - My fond heart is at reſt. 

Polly. Friendſhip thus receives its gueſt. 
Caw. O what tranſport fills my breaſt ! 
Polly. 0 Conqueſt is complete, 

WJ Caw. Now the triumpb's great. 

Polly. In your life is a nation bleſt. 

Caw. In your life Pm of all poſſeſs d. 


Pob, The obligations my ſon hath received from you, 
makes me take a part in his friendſhip. In your ſafety 
victory has been doubly kind to me. If Morano bath 


eſeap d, juſtice only reſerves him to be puniſh'd by ano- 
ther hand. | 
P ol”, . 
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Polly. In the rout, fir, I overtook him, flying with 
all the cowardice of guilt upon him. Thouſands hay; 
falſe courage enough to be vicious; true fortitude i 
founded upon honour and virtue; that only can avive 
all teſts. I made him my priſoner, and left him with. 
out under ſtrict guard, till I received your majeſty, 
commands for his diſpoſal. 

Poh. Sure this youth was ſent me as a guardian, Let 
your pritoner be brought before us. 


Enter Morano, guarded. 


| l 

Morano. Here's a young treacherous dog now, vo Ce. 
hangs the huſband to come at the wife. There ax are 
wives in the world, who would have undertaken that 7 
affair to have come at him. Your ſon's liberty, to be 1 
ſure, you think better worth than mine; ſo that 1a. of: 
low you a good bargain if I take my own for his ranſon, i ©; 
without a gratuity. You know, king, he is my debtor, 7 
Pob. He hatk the obligations to thee of a ſheep who M 
hath eſcap'd out of the jaws of the wolf, beaſt of prey! powe 
Murano. Your great men will never own their debt, neigh 
that's certain. OY 55 
' Poh. Trifle not with juſtice, impious man. You M, 
barbarities, your rapine, your murders are now ata il are tl 
nd. uſe ; 

: Morano. Ambition muſt take its chance. If I dic, | P 
die in my vocation. My. 
| AIR LIX. Parſon upon Dorothy. P55 
The ſoldiers, who by trade muſt dare 3 

The deadly cannon's ſounds, * 

Tou may be ſure, betimes prepare 1 

For fatal blood and wounds. That's 


The men, who with adwent'rous dance, 
Bound from the cord on high, | 
Muſt own they has» the frequent chance 
Hy &roken bones to die. 
Since rarely then 
Ambitious men, 
Like otbers, loſe their breath ; 
Like theſe, + hope, 
ag PL NY 04 rope 
Is but their natural death. 
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We muſt all take the common lot of our 3 

Peb, Would your European laws have ſuffer'd crimes 
like theſe to have gone unpuniſh'd ? 

Merano. Were all I am worth ſafely landed, I have 
wherewithal to make almoſt any crime fit eaſy upon me. 

Pub. Have ye notions of property? 

Morano. Of my own. 

Pob. Would not your honeſt induſtry have been ful 
ficient to have ſupported you?; 

Morano. Honeſt induſtry ! I have heard talk of it in- 
ded, among the common people, but all great genius's | 
are above it. 

Pob. Have you no reſpect for virtue? 

Morano. As a good phraſe, fir. But the practiſers 
of it are ſo inſignificant and poor, that they are leldon, 
found in the beſt company. 

Poh. Is not wiſdom eſteem'd among you ? 

Merano. Yes, fir : But only as a ſtep to riches and 
power; a ſtep that raiſes ourſelves, and trips up our 
eighbours. 

Pob, Honour, and honeſty, are not thoſe diſtinguiſh d? 

Morano. As incapacities and follies. How ignorant 
ire theſe Indians ! But indeed I think honour is of lome 
uſe ; it ſerves to ſwear upon. 

Pub. Have you age Have you no 1 ? 

Morano. Of being poo 

. Ph, How can 2 ſubſiſt with avarice! Ve are 

but the forms of men. Beaſts would thruſt you out of 

their herd upon that account, and man ſhould caſt you 

| out for your brutal diſpoſitions. 

, 2 Alexander the Great was more ſucceſsful. 
at's a 


AIR LX. The collier has a . 
When right or wrong's decided, 


In war or civil cauſes, 

We by . ucceſs are guided 

To blame or give applauſes. 

Thus men exalt ambition, 

In power by all commended, 

But when it falls from high condition, 
Tyburn is wwell attended, / 


Vor. III, = - Pohs 
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Poh. Let juſtice then take her courſe, I ſhall not in- 
terfere with her decrees. Mercy too obliges me to 


protect my country from ſuch violences. Immediate 1 - 
death ſhall put a ſtop to your further miſchiefs, = 
Moran. his ſentence indeed is hard. Without the 
common forms of trial! Not ſo much as the counſel of _ 
a Newgate attorney ! Not to be able to lay out my mo- Wb 
ney in partiality and evidence! Not a friend perjur' Mo 
for me! This is hard, very hard! | . 
Poh. Let the ſentence be put in execution. Lead —_— 
him to death. Let his accomplices be witneſſes of it, = 
and afterwards let them be fecurely guarded till further 55 
orders. | P, 
| AIR LXI. Mad Moll. thoſe 
Morano. All crimes are judg*d like fornication ; 2 
While rich we are honeſt no doubt. 21 
Fine ladies can keep reputation, he } 
Poor laſſes alone are found out. "= 
If juſtice had piercing eyes, £0 
' + Like ourſelves, to look within, | oor 
She'd find power and wealth a diſguiſe 2 
FTyat ſhelter the worſtof our lin. Exit, guarded, Rang 
Pob. How ſhall J return the obligations I owe you! bo. 
Every thing in my power you may command. In mak- Pal 
ing a requet, you confer on me another benefit, For 5 
gratitude is oblig'd by occaſions of making a return: 7 
And every occaſion muſt be agreeable, for a gratefal 25 
mind hath more pleaſure in paying than receiving. 
Caw. My friendſhip too is impatient to give you 
proofs of it. How happy would you make me in al 
towing me to diicharge that duty! 
. AIR EXIF. Prince George. 
All friendſhip is a mutual debt, 
Polly. The contradt's inclination * Ca 
Caw. Wie newer can that bond forget 5 8 
Of /weet retaliation. | | 1 
Polly. All day, and every day the ſame, Elo 
We are paying and ftill owing ; © "hk 
Caw. Ey turns we grant, by turns we claim 


The pleaſure of beſtowing. 


Both. By turns we grant, &c. Puh 


Polly. The pleaſure of having ſerv'd an honourable 
man is a ſufficient return. My misfortunes, I fer are 
beyond relief. J 

Caw, That ſigh makes me ſuffer, If you have a 
want, let me know it. —_ 8 | 

Pob. If it is in a king's. power, my power will make 
you happy: ; 1 2 

Caw. If you believe me a friend, you are unjuſt in 
concealing your diſtreſſes from me. You deny me the 
privilege of friendſhip ; for I have a right to ſhare 
them, or redreſs them. | 

Pob. Can my treaſures make you happy ? ; 

Polly, Thoſe who have them not, think they can 5 
thoſe who have them, know they cannot, A 

Poh. How unlike his countrymen! | 

Caw, While you conceal one want from me, I feel 
every want for you. Such obſtinacy to a friend is bar- 
barity. „ * 5 
Pally. Let not my reflection interrupt the joys of 
your triumph. Could I baye commanded my thoughts, 
would have reſery'd them for ſolitude, - 

Caw. Thoſe ſighs, and that reſervedneſs, are ſymp- 
toms of a heart in love. A pain that I am yet a ſtranger 
IL | | 
Fil. Then you have never been completely wretched, 


AIR LXIH.. Blithe Fockey, young and gay. 


Can words the pain expreſs 
© Which abſent lovers know ? 
He only mine can gueſs, | 
n hoſe heart hath feli the awe, 
Tiis doubt, ſuſpicion, fear, 
Seldom hope, oft” deſpair ; 
'Tis jealouſy, *tis rage, in brief 
'Tis every pang and grief. 
Ca. But does not love often deny itſelf aid and 
comfort, by being too obſtinately ſecret? 
Polly. One cannot be too open to generoſity ; that is 
| 2 ſun of univerſal benignity. In concealing ourtelves 


rom it, we hut deny ourſclves the bleſſing of its in- 
uence, | | g 
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Yet why ſhould 1 trouble your majeſty with the ni 
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AIR LXIV. In the fields in froſt and ſnow. 
The modeſt lily, like the maid, | 
Its pure bloom defending, © . : 

| 1s of noxious pO DS YE oO ar 
Soon as even's deſcending; . 

Clos'd all night, 

Free from blight, 

It preſerves the native white 

But at morn” unfolds its leaves, 

And the vital ſun receives. 


fortunes of ſo inconſiderable a wretch as lam? 


Pob. A king's beneficence ſhould' be like the ſun, your 
Fhe molt humble weed ſhould feel its influence, as well Py 
as the moſt gaudy flower. But I have the neareſt con- Give 
cerii in any thing that touches you. powe 

Polly. Vou ſee then at your feet the moſt unhappy Ca 
of women. I | Kineels, be raiſes ber, none 

Caw. A woman! Oh my heart! | 

Poh. A woman! 8 

Polly. Ves, fir, the moſt wretched of her ſex, In Je 
love! married f abandon'd, and in deſpair! Pot 

Poh. What brought you into theſe countries? monſt 

Polly. To find my huſband. Why had not the love Tet 
of virtue direQted . my heart? But, alas, tis outward ſutiou 
appearance alone that generally engages a woman's af- 'ameſ] 


fections ! And my heart is in the poileſſion of the mol able f. 


profligate of mankind. ESE | 1 knox 
. Why this diſguile? f even x 
Polly. To protect me from the violences and inſults Fab, 
to which my ſex might have expoſed m. Jen 
Caw. Had ſhe not been married, I might have been gent ti 
—_— VV 

Polly. He ran into the madneſs of every vice. I de- deed, 
teſt his principles, tho“ J am fond of his perſon to d. where 
ſtraction. Could your commands for ſearch and enqui- 48 grea 
ry reſtore him to me, you reward me at once with all Hob. 
my wiſhes. For fire my love ſtill might reclaim him. : = 
| : 


Caw. Had you conceal'd your ſex, I had been hap- 
y in your friendſhip ; but now, how uneaſy, how rell 


leſs is my heart! | . 
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AIR LXV. Whilſt I gaze on Chloe. 
IWhilft 1 gaze in fond defiring, 

Every former thuught is loſt; 
Sighing, wiſhing, and admiring, 

How my troubled ſoul is toft ! 
Hot and cold my blood is flowing, 

How it thrills in every vein! 

Liberty and life are going, 


Hope can n' er relieve my pain. 


Enter Indian. 


Indian. The reſt of the troops, fir, are return'd 
from the purſuit with more priſoners. They attend 
your majelty's commands. ; 

Pob, Let them be brought before us. [Exit Indian. ] 
Give not yourſelf up to deſpair ; for every thing in my 
power you may command. [Zo Polly. 

Carb. And every thing in mine. But, alas, I have 
none; for Iam not in my own! | 


Enter Ducat and jenny, guarded, &c. 


Jenny. Spare my huſband, Morano is my huſband, 

Pcb. Then J have relieved you from the ſociety of a 
monſter. 

Jenny. Alas, ſir, there are many huſbands who are 
ſurious monſters to the reſt of mankind, that are the 
'ameſt creatures alive to their wives. Ican be anſwer- 
able for his duty and ſubmiſſion to your majeſty, for 
I know I have ſo much power over him, that I can 
eyen make him good. 

Fah. Why then had you not made him ſo before? 

Jenny. 1 was, indeed, like other wives, too indul- 
gent to him; and as it was agreeable to my own hu- 
mour, I was-loth to baulk his ambition. I muſt, in- 
deed, own too that I had the frailty of pride, But 
where is the woman who hath not an inclination to be 
as great and rich as ſhe can be? 

Fob. With how much eaſe and unconcern theſe Eu- 
ropeans talk of vices, as if they were neceſſary qualifi- 


cations, E | 
K 3 AIR 


08 POLLY, „ OPER A. 


AIR LXVI. The Jamaica. 
Jenny. The ſex, we find, 
Lite men inclin'd 
To guard againſt reproaches ; 
And none neplet 
To pay reſpedt 
4 To regues who keep their ccaches. 


—ůů— 


indeed, fir, I had determin'd to be honeſt myſelf, and. 


to have made him fo too, as ſoon as | had put myſelf 
upon a reaſonable foot in the world; and that is more 
lelf-denial than is commonly practis'd. 

Poh. Woman, your profligate ſentiments offend me; 

and you deſerve to be cut off from ſociety, with your 
huſband. Mercy would be ſcarce excuſable in pardon- 
ing you. Have done then. Morauo is now under the 
ſtroke of juſtice. 
Jenny. Let me implore your majeſty to reſpite his 
ſentence. Send me back again with him into flavery, 
from whence we eſcap'd. Give us an occaſion of being 
honeſt, for we owe our lives and liberties to another. 

Duc. Yes, fir, J find ſome of my run-away flaves 
among the crew; and I hope my ſervices at leaſt will 
allow me to claim my own again. = 

Jenny. Morano, fir, I muſt confeſs hath been a free 
liver, and a men of to many gallantries, that no woman 
could eſcape him. If Macheath*'s misfortunes were 
known, the whole ſex would be in tears. 

Polly. Macheath ! - 

Jenny. He is no black, fir, but under that diſguile, 
for my take, ſkreen'd himſelf from the claims and im- 
portunities of other women. May love intercede tor 
him? 3 
Polly. Macheath ! Is it poſſible? Spare him, fave 
him, I aſk no other reward. 

Pub. Haſte, let the ſentence be ſuſpended. [Ex. Ind. 

Polly. Fly ; a moment may make me miſerable. Why 
could not I know him? All his diſtreſſes brought upon 
him by my hand! Cruel love, how could'ſt thou blind 
me {o ? | „ 


AlR 


POLLY, az OPERA. ” 199 
AIR LXVII. Tweed ſide. 


The flag, when chas'd all the long day 
O'er the lawn, thro' the foreſt and brake; 
Now panting for breath and at bay, 
Now ſtemming the river or late; 

When the treacherous ſcent is all cold, 
And at eve he returns to his hind, 

Can her joy, can her pleaſure be told ? 
Such joy and ſuch pleaſure I find. 


But, alas, now again reflection turns fear upon my 
heart, His pardon may come too late, and I may ne- 
yer ſee him more. ; 

Pob. Take hence that profligate woman. Let her 
be kept under ftrict guard till my commands. 

Jenny. Slavery, fir, flavery is all I aſks, Whatever 
becomes of him, ſpare my life ; ſpare an unfortunate 
woman, What can be the meaning of this ſudden turn ! 
Conſider, fir, if a huſband be never ſo bad, a wite is 
bound to duty. | 

Pob. Take her hence, I ſay; let my orders be obey'd. 

[Exit Jenny, guarded, 

Polly. What, no news yet? Not yet return'd ! 

Caw. If juſtice hath overtaken hin, he was unwor- 
thy of you. | 
Pully. Not yet! Oh how II fear. 


AIR LXVIII. One evening as I lay. 


My heart forebodes he's dead, 
That thought how can [ bear ? 
He's gone, for ever fled, 

My ſoul is all deſpair ! 

T ſee him pale and cold, 

The nooſe hath ſtop d his breath, 
Juſt as my dream foretold; 

Oh had that ſleep been death ! 


Enter Indians. 


Polly. He's dead, he's dead! Their looks confeſs it. 
Your tongues have no need to give it utterance to con- 
firm my misfortunes! I know, I ſee, I feel it! Support 
me! O Macheath ! | 


K 4 | Duc. 
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Duc. Mercy upon me! Now I look upon her near. 
er, bleſs me, it muſt be Polly. This woman, fir, is my 
fave, and Iclaim her as my own. I hope, if your ma- 
jeſty thinks of keeping her, you will reimburſe me, 
and not let me be a loſer. She was an honeſt girl to 
be ſure, and had too much virtue to thrive ; for, to 
my knowledge, money could not tempt her. | 

Pub. And if the is virtuous, European, doſt thou 
think I'll act the infamous part of a ruffian, and force 
her? 'Tis my duty, as a king, to cheriſh and protect 
virtue. | | 

Caw. Juſtice hath relieved you from the ſociety of a 
wicked man If an honeſt heart can recompenſe your 
loſs, you would make me happy in accepting mine. [ 
bope my father will conſent to my happineſs. 

Puh. Since your love of her is founded upon the love 
ef yirtue and gratitude, I leave you to your own diſpoſal, 

Caw. What, no reply ? 

Polly. Abandon me to my forrows. For in indulg- 
ing them 1s my only relief. | 
_ Pob. Let the chiefs have immediate execution. For 
the reſt, let them be reftored to their owners, and ie- 
turn to their ſlavery. 1 | | 


AIR LXIX. Buff. coat. 


Caw. Why that languifh! 
Polly. Oh he's dead! O he's laſt for ever ! 
Caw. Ceaſe your anguiſh, and forget your grief. 


Polly. Ab, never | 

What air, grace, and ſtature ! 
Caw. How falſe in his nature ! 
Polly. To virtue my love might have won him. 
Caw. How baſe and deceiving ! 


Polly, But love is believing. : 
Caw. Vice, at length, as tis meet, hath undone hin. 


By your conſent you might at the ſame time give me 
happineſs, and procure your own. My titles, my trea- 
ſures, areall at your command, 


Poll. 


| am 
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AIR LXX. As Ballad. 


Polly. Frail is ambition, bow weak the foundution ! 
= Riches have wings as inconſtant as Ivind ; 
My heart is prof againſt either temptatian, 
Virtue, without them, contentment can fd. 


| amcharm'd, prince, with your generofity and virtues» 
'[is only by the purſuit of thoſe we ſecure real happi- 
neſs. Thoſe that know and feel virtue in themielves» 
muſt love it in others. Allow me to give a decent 
time to my ſorrows. But my misfortunes at preſent 
interrupt the joys of victory. 

Caw Fair princeſs, for ſo l hope ſhortly to make you, 
permit me to attend you, either to diviie your priets, 
or, by converſation, to ſoften your forrows, 

Ph. Tis a pleaſure to me by this alliance to recora- 
penſe your merits. [Exit Caw. and Polly.] Let the 
ſports and dances then celebrate our victory. Exit. 


DANCE 


AIR LXXI. The temple, 
i Ind. Juſtice long forbearing, 
Poaver or riches never fearing, 
Slow, yet perſevering, 
Hunts the willain's pace, 
Chor. Juſtice long, &c. - 
2 Ind. What tongues then defend him? 
Or what hand will ſuccour lend him? 
Even his friends attend him, 
To foment the chace, 
Chor. Fuftice long, &c. 
3 Ind. Virtue, ſubduing, 
Humbles in ruin 
All the proud wicked race, 
Truth, never-failing, 
Muſt be prevailing, 
Falſehood ſhall find diſgrace, 
Chor. Fuſtice long forbearing, &c. 
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| deceperat omnes 
(In quibus Ajacem) ſumptæ fallacia veſtis. 
Ovi. Metam, lib, xiii. 


Naturam expellas furca licet, uſque recurtet. Hon. 
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PROLOGU 


Written by Mr. Gar. 
Spoken by Mr. Quin. 
J Foe not our Author doubts ſucceſs ; 


One in his circumſtance can do no leſs. 
The dancer on the rope that tries at all, 
In each unpractis d caper riſques a fall : 
I own I dread his tickliſh futuation + 
Critics deteſt poetic innovation. 
Had Ic'rus been content with folid ground, 
The giddy went” rous youth had ne er been drown'd 
The Pegaſus of old had fire and force, 
But your true modern is a carrier's horſe, 
Drawn by the foremoſt bell, afraid to ſtray; 
Bard following bard, jogs on the beaten way. 
Why is this man ſo ob ſtinate an elf - 
Will he, alone, not imitate himſelf ? 


His ſcene now ſhews the heroes of old Greece; 


But how ? tis monſtrous ! In a comic piece. 


| To buſhins, plumes, and helmets what pretence, 


If mighty chiefs muſt ſpeak but common ſenſe ? 
Shall no bold diction, no poetic rage, 


Fome at our mouths, and thunder on the ſtage? 


Ne—tis Achilles, as he came from Chiron, 
| Juſt taught to ſing as well as wield cold iron; 
And whatſoever critics may ſuppoſe, 


Dur author hoMs, that what he ſpoke was proſe. 


Dramatis 


Lycomedes, 


Diphilus, 
Achilles, 
Ulyſſes, 
Diomedes, 
Ajax, 
Periphas, 
Agyrtes, 


Thetis, 
Theaſpe, 
Deidamia, 
Leſbia, 
Philoe, 
Artemona, 


Dramatis Perſone. 


M E N, 


Mr « Quin. 
Mr. Aſt on, 
Mr. Salway. 


Mr. Chapman. 


Mr. Laguerre. 
Mr. Hall. 
Mr. Walker. 
Mr. Lewveridge. 


WOMEN. 


Mrs. Cantr el. 
Miſs Nora. 


2 JY 63 | Miſs Binks. 


Miſs Oates. 
Mrs. Epleton. 


Courtiers, Guards, &C, 


SCENE, Scyros 


Mrs. Buchanan. 
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| SCENE, The Palace. 
Thetis, Achilles. 


TW 


W . E FO RE I leave you, child, I muſt inſiſt 
* „ -& upon your promiſe, that you will never 
B f. diſcover yourſelf without my leave. Don't 
+ +4 * look upon it as capricious fondneſs, nor 
F think (becauſe *tis a mother's advice) that, 
in duty to yourſelf, you are obliged not to follow it. 
Ach. But my character! my honour ! Wou'd you 
have your ſon live with infamy? On the firſt ſtep of a 
young fellow, depends his character for life. beg 
you, goddeſs, to diſpenſe with your commands. | 
Thet. Have you then no regard to my preſentiment ? 
I can't bear the thoughts of your going; for I know 
that odious ſiege of Troy wou'd be the death of thee. 
Ach. Becauſe you have the natural fears of a mother, 


wou'd you have me inſenſible that I have the heart of 
a inan ? 


* 
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a man? The world, madam, muſt look upon my ah. 
ſconding in this manner, and at this particular junctute, 
as infamous cowardice. | | 


AIR I. A clown in Flanders once there was. 


What's life? No curſe is more ſevere, 
Than bearing life with ſhame. 
Fs this your fondneſs; this your care? 
O give me death with fame ! f 
Thet. Keep your temper, Achilles :— Tis both im. 
pious and undutiful to call my preſcience in queſtion, 
Ach. Pardon me, goddeſs, for had you, like other 
mothers, been a mere woman only, I ſhou'd have taken 
the liberty of other ſons, and ſhou'd. (as 'tis my duty) 
have heard your advice, and follow'd my own. 
Thbet. [poſitively ſhall not be eaſy, child, unleſs you 
give me your word and honour.—You know my com- 
mands. | | | 
Ach. My word, madam, I can give you; but my 
honour is already ſacrificed to my duty. That J gave 
you, when I ſubmitted to put on this woman's habit. 
T het. Believe me, Achilles, T have a tender regaid 
for your honour, as well as life.—By preventing your 
running head-long to your deſtiny, I preſerve you for 
future glory. Therefore, child, I once more infift up- 
on your ſolemn promiſe. 
Ach. Was I a woman (as I appear to be) I cou, 
without difficulty, give you a promiſe, to have the 
leaſure of — it; but when I promiſe, my life 
is pledg'd for the performance. Your. commands, ma- 
dam, are ſacred, —Yet I intreat you, goddeſs, to conſi- 
der the ignominious part you make me at.— In obey- 
ing you, I prove myſelf unworthy of you. | 
 Thet. My will, Achilles, is not to be controverted. 
Your life depends upon your duty; and poſitively, child, 
you ſhall not go to this ſiege. | 


AIR II. Gudgeon's ſong. 
Why thus am ] held at defiance ? 
A mother, a guddeſs obey ! 
Will men never pradiſe compliance, 
Till marriage hath taught em the Way ? 
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Ach. But why muſt I lead the life of a woman ? 
why was I ſtolen away from my preceptor ? Was I not 
15 ſafe under the care of Chiron? — iI know the love he 
had for me ; I feel his concern; and I dare ſwear that 

00d creature is now ſo diſtreſs'd for the loſs of me, 
that he will quite founder himſelf with galloping from 
place to place tolook after me. 

Thet. Ill hear no more. Obey, and ſeek to know 
no further. Can you imagine that I wou'd have taken 
all this trouble to have lodged you under the protection 
of Lycomedes, if J had not ſeen the abſolute neceſſity 
of it ? f 

Ach. Were I allow'd to follow my inclinations, what 
wou'd you have to fear I ſhow'd do my duty, and die 
with honour.— Was I to live an age, I cou'd do no 
more. = 

Thet. You are ſo very obſtinate, that really, child, 
there's no enduring you. Your impatience ſeems to 
forget that J am a goddeſs: Have I not degraded myſelf 
into the character of a diſtreſs'd Grecian princeſs ? 
Tis owing to my artifice and inſinuation that we have 
the proted ion of the king of Scyros. Have I not won 
Lycomedes's friendſhip and hoſpitality to that degree as 
to place you, without the leaſt ſuſpicion, among his 
daughters? — And for what, dear Achilles P—Your 
afety and future fame requir'd it. 1 5 

Ach. Tis impoſſible, madam, to bear it much lon- 
ger —My words, my actions, my aukward behaviour, 
muſt one day inevitably diſcover me.— l had been ſafer 
under the tuition of Chiron. | 

Thet, Hath not the prophet Calchas perſuaded the 
contederates, that the ſucceſsof their expedition againſt 
Trey depends upon your being among 'em Have they 
not emiſſaries and ſpies almoſt every where in ſearch of 
you ? "Tis here only, and in this diſguiſe, that I can 
believe you out of the reach of ſuſpicion. —You have 
lo much youth, and ſuch a bloom, that there is no 
man alive but muſt take you for a woman. What I am 
moſt afraid of is, that when you are among the ladies 
you ſhou'd be ſo little maſter of your paſſions as to find 
Jourſelf a man, 


AIR 
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ou; and have a pleaſure in inſtructing you. 

| Ther, For heaven's ſake, Pyrrba, let not your Cp: 
tious temper run away with your good-manners. Yo 
cannot but be ſenſible of the king's and their civilities 
both to you and me.—How can you be ſo horridly ov! 
of bumour. | 
Ach. All I mean, madam, is; that when people are 
ſenſible of their own defects, they are not the proper 
objects of. ridicule. 

| | Thet, 


A IR III. Did you ever hear of a gallant ſailor. The 
Ach. The woman always in temptation, 10 end 
Muſt do what nature bids her do; m—_ 

Our hearts feel equal palpitation, your 

For weve unguarded minutes too. ** 

By nature greedy, Ach 

_ Vahr lank and needy, __ 

Vithin your fold the wolf confine i 

Then bid the OE 1 855 _ 

Not think of mutton ; ka 

Can you perſuade him not to dine? ann 

Thet. Now, dear child, let me beg you | 221 

, e beg you to be di. it 

creet,—I have ſome ſea- affairs that bs my — ; * 
_ which (much againſt my will) oblige me, fora rity 
ime, to leave you to your own conduct, Ach 
| Enter Artemona. cation, 
Art. The princeſſes, lady Pyrrha, have been fitting N » 
at their embroidery above a quarter of an hour, and | "vi 
are perfectly miſerable for want of you. ef | 

Thet. Pyrrha is ſo very unhandy, and ſo monſtroully WW _ 
aukward at her needle, that I know ſhe muſt be divert- 2 
ng gn _ = romances (as you muſt have ob- lite - 
erved in other girls) took her | un b 
—_— _—_ ) her off from every part ol ut b 
Acb. For the many obligations I have to the prin- TR 
ceſſes, I ſhould (no doubt) upon all Sens hv ap Irs 
oy 2 * be the but of their ridicule.— Tis a cu- really 

y that all great people expect fi , 

their 133 . e = — 
Art. How can you, lady Pyrrha, miſinterpret a ci 1 
vility ? I know they have a friendſhip, an eſteem for "He 


We 
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Thet. Vou are ſo very touchy, Pyrrha, that there is 
no enduring you. How can you be fo unſociable a 
creature as to deny a friend the liberty of laughing at 
your little follies and indiſcretions?. For what do you 
think women keep company with one another? 

Ach. Becauſe they hate one another, deſpiſe one 
another, and ſeek to have the pleaſure of ſeeing and 
expoſing one another's faults and tollies. 8 

Thet. Now, dear Pyrrha, tell me, is work a thing 
you pique yourſelf upon? Suppoſe. too they ſhou'd 
{mile at an abſurdity in your dreſs, it could not be ſuch 
a mor tification as if (like moſt women) you had made 
it e chief buſineſs of your life? 

Art. Don't they treat one another with equal fami- 
larity ? : 

46h. But a reply from me (whatever was the provo- 
cation) might be look'd upon as impertinent. I hate 
to be under the reſtraint of civility when I am ill- uſed. 

Art, Will you allow me, madam, to make your ex- 
cuſes to the princeſſes ?—The occaſion of your high- 
ness leaving her, I ſee, troubles her. —Perhaps I way 
interrupt converſation. 5 

Thet, Tis aſtoniſhing, child, how you can have ſo 
lite complaiſance. This ſullen behaviour of your's 
muſt be diſagreeable. I hope, madam, ſhe is not al- 
ways in this way? 

Art, Never was any creature more entertaining! 
duch fpirits, and io much vivacity ! The princeſſes are 
really fond of her to diſtraction.— The moſt cheartul 
tewpcrs are liable to the ſpleen, and 'tis an indulgence 
that one woman owes to another. 

Ach, The ſpleen, madam, is a female frailty that I 
have no pretenſions to, nor any of its affections. 


AIR IV. Si vous vous moquez de nous. 
When a woman ſullen fits, | 


And awants breath to conquer reaſon, 
Always theſe affected fits 
Are in ſeaſon : 
Since tis in her diſpoſition, 
Make her be ber own phyſician. 
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Nay, dear madam, you ſhall not go without me. 
Though I have my particular reaſons to be out of hy. 
mour, I cannot be deficient in good-manners, 

Art. I know they would take it mortally ill if they 
thought your complaiſance had put yourſelf under the 
leaſt reſtraint. | | 


Ach. Ican't forgive myſelf for my behaviour. 


You muſt excuſe me, madam ; for abſence in conyer- 
ſation is an incivility that J am but too liable to. 
Art. You know we all rally you upon your being in 
love, as that is one of its molt infallible ſymptoms. 
Thet. I charge you, upon nry bleſſing ;—as you ex. 
pect fame, glory, immortality, obey me. | 
[ Thetis 4% es him. Exeunt Achilles and Artemona, 
As for his face, his air, his figure, I am not under the 
leaſt apprehenſion: all my concern is from the impe- 
tuoſity of his temper.—Yet, after all, why /hou'd | 
fear a diſcovery ? for women have the ſame paſſions, 
though they employ em upon different objects. 


AIR V. A minuet. 


Man's ſo touchy, a word that's injurious 
Wakes his honour ; he's ſudden as fire. 
Woman kindles, and is no leſs furious 
For her trifles, or any deſire. 
Man ts teſty, 
Or ſour, or reſiy, 
If balk'd of honours, or pow!r, or pelf : 
Woman's paſſions can no leſs mole/t ye, 
And all for reaſons ſhe keeps to herjelf. 


He is ſudden, he is impatient. What then? Are wo- 
men leſs ſo? Aſk almott all ſervants what they know oi 
their miſtreſſes.— He is wilful, teſty, and untraCtable. 
Can't thouſands of huſbands ſay as much of their wives 
Then as for their obſtinacy that can never ſhew hint 
leſs a woman. But he hath not that command of his 
tongue I cou'd with him: he is too vehement, too ſe- 
vere in his expreflions. In this particular, indeed, few 
women take equal liberties to one another's faces, but 
they make ample amends for it behind each other's 
backs: fo that, with all theſe infirmities of man, he 


may with the leaſt conduct very well paſs for a fine 
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ſpirited woman,— This reflexion bath cured my anxiety, 
and will make me believe him ſecure. 0 


Enter Lycomedes. | 


Ther, Tis with the utmoſt gratitude that I retur 
your majeſty thanks for the honours and hoſpitable fa- 
yours ſhewn to me and my daughter. 

Lycem. You wou'd oblige me more, madam, if your 
affairs wou'd allow you to accept *em longer. | 

Thet. I have preſum'd, fir, to treſpaſs further on 
your generoſity, in leaving my daughter under your pro- 
tetion,——T hope Pyrrha's behaviour will deſerve it. 


AIR VI. To you, my dear, and to no other. 


Muſt then, alas, the fondeſt mother 
Deſert her child ? | 
Lycom, = = = = A5, why this tear? 
Shell in Theaſpe find another ; 


In me, paternal love and care. 


Had you taken her with you, my daughters wou'd have 

been miſerable beyond expreſſion. Theirs and her edu- 

cation ſhall be the ſame. . | 
Thet, I beg.you, fir, not to regard my gratitude like 


tne common obligations of princes ; for neither time 


nor intereſt can ever cancel it. VEE, 

Lycom. Affairs of conſequence may require your pre- 
ſence. Import unity upon theſe occaſions is trouble- 
lome-and unhoſpitabie. I aſk no queſtions, ma- 
dam, becauſe I chooſe not to pry into ſecrets. 

Thet, I can only thank, and rely upon your majeſty's 
goodneſs. My duty to the queen, fir, calls me 
hence, to own my .obligations, and receive her com- 
mands. 1 ä [Erxit. 


Enter Diphilus. 


Heom. The princeſs Caliſta hath taken her leave; 
he is but juſt gone out of the room. | 
Diph. That Pyrrha, fir, was a moſt delicious piece. 
Lycom. With all her little vixen humours, to my taſte 
he is infinitely agreeable. 5 
Dipb. Your parting with her, fir, in this eaſy man- 
ner is aftoniſhing. One too ſo exceſſively fond of you! 
Lycom. Parting with her, Diphilus ! Diph, 
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Diph. But no prince alive hath ſo great a command 
of his paſſions. 
Lycom. Dear Diphilus, let me underſtand you. 
Diph. To my knowledge you might have had her, 
Lycom. Can I believe thee ? 
Diph. I really thought the queen begin to be a little 
uneaſy ; and, for the quiet of the family (ſince ſhe 
gone) I muſt own I am heartily glad of it. 


AIR VII. John went ſuiting unto Jaan. 


How your patience had been try'd, 


Had this haughty dame comply'd 25 
What's a miſtreſs and awije ? 
Foy for moments, plague for life, 

Lycom. I am not ſo unhappy, N rng — Her mo- 
ther hack lefe her to my _—_—— 

Diph. Juſt as I wiſh'd. 

Lycom. Wou'd ſhe had taken her with her! 

Diph. It might have been better. For beyond diſ- 
pute, fir, both you and the y_= wou'd have been 
eaſier. | 

Lycom Why did ſhe truſt her to me? 

Diph. There cou'd be but one re: aſon. 

| Lycom, I cannot anſwer for myſelf. 

Diph. Twas upon that very ORE you was 
truſted. | 

Lycom. Wou'd I could believe thee! 

Diph. Tis an apparent-maniteſt ſcheme, fir ; and 
you wou'd diſappoint both mother and daughter if your 
_ majeſty did not betray your truſt. Fou love her, fir, 
you ſay. 

Lycom. To diſtraction, Diphilu+. | 

Diph. And was the betraying a truſt ever as yet an 
obſtacle to that paſſion? What wou'd you have a mo- 
ther do more upon ſuch an occaſion? Ladies of her 
rank cannot tranſact an affair of this kind, but wit 
Jome decoru m. 

Lycom. But you can never | ſuppoſe Pyr rha kay! 
any thing of the watter. | 

Diph. Why not, fir ? 

Lycom. From me ſhe cannot ; 
made any downright profeſlions, 


for I have never as yet 
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Diph. There lies the true caufe of her thoughtful- 
neſs; 'tis nothing but anxiety, for fear her ſcheme 
hould not take place; for, no doubt, her mother hath 
jnſtructed her not to be too forward, to make you more 
ſo,—Believe me, ſir, you will have no difficulties in 
this affair, but thoſe little ones that every woman 
knows how to practiſe to quicken a lover. | 

Lycom. Be it as it will, Diphilus, I muſt have her. 

Diph. Had I been acquainted with your pleaſure 
ſooner, your majeſty by this time had been tir'd of 
her—How happy ſhall I make her, if I may have the 
honour of your majeſty's commands to hint your paſ- 
ſion to her! B 

Lycom. Never did eyes receive a paſſion with ſuch 
coldneſs, ſuch indifference ! 


AIR VIII. Groom's complaint. 


When#er my looks hade ſpoke deſire, 
T figh'd, I gaz'd in wain ; 

No glance confeſs'd her ſecret fire ; 
And eyes the heart explain. 


Diph. Though 'tis what ſhe wiſhes, what ſhe longs 


| for, what ſhe ſighs for, reſpect and awe are a reſtraint 


upon her eyes as well as tongue. I have often told 
you, fir, ſhe dares not underſtand you ; the dares not 
believe herſelf ſo happy. | | 
Lycom. This ring, Diphilus—I muſt leave the reſt 
to your diſcretion. 
| Digh. There may be a manner in giving it her, a 
little hint or ſo—but the preſent will ſpeak for itſelf ; 
'tis the moſt ſucceſsful advocate of love, and never 
wants an interpreter, | : 
Lycom. Say every thing for me, Diphilus ; for I feel 
| cannot ſpeak for myſelt. | | 
Dih. Cou'd I be as ſucceſsful in all my other nego- 
cations! Yet there may be difficulties, for, if I mit- 
take not, the lady hath ſomething of the coquette 
about her; and what ſelt-denial will not thoſe creatures 
ſuffer to give a lover anxiety! 


AIR 


- \ 
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AIR IX, Or Bogie. 


Obſerve the wanton kitten's play, 
bene er a mouſe appears; 
Yau there the true coquette ſurvey 
In all ber flirting airs : 
Now pawing, 
Now clawing, 
Now in fond embrace, 
Till midſt her freaks, 
He from her breaks, 
Steals off, and bilks the chaſe. 


Lycom. Dear Diphilus, what do you mean ? I neyer 
ſaw a woman ſo little of that character. 

Diph. Pardon me, fir ; your ſituation is ſuch, that 
vou can never ſee what mankind really are. In your 


Preſence every one is aCtirg a part; no one is himſelf, 


and was it not for the eyes and tongues of your faith- 
ful ſervants, how little wou'd your ſubjects be known 
to you!] Though ſhe is ſo prim and refery'd before you, 
ſhe is never at a loſs for airs to draw all the young flit- 
ing lords of the court about her. 
Lycom. Beauty mult always have its followers. 
Diph. If I miſtake not, general Ajax too (who is 
ſent to ſolicit your quota for the Trojan war) hath ano- 
ther ſolicitation more at heart But ſuppoſe ſhe had 
ten thouſand lovers; a woman's prevalent paſſion is 
ambition, which muſt anſwer your ends.—The queen 
is coming this way, and her commands may detain me. 
I go, fir, to make Pyrrba the happieſt creature up- 
on earth. | [Exit. 


Enter Theaſpe. 


 Theaſpe. I think the princeſs Caliſta might as well 


have taken her daughter with her.— That girl is ſo in- 
tolerably forward, that I cannot imagine ſuch conver- 
ſation can poſſibly be of any great advantage to your 
daughter's education. | 

Lycom. You ſeem of late to have taken an averſion 
to the girl. She hath ſpirit and vivacity, but not more 
than is becoming the ſex; and I never ſaw any thing 
in her behaviour but what was extremely modeſc. 


Theaſpt. 
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Theaſpe. For heaven's ſake, fic, allow me to believe 
my own eyes. Her forwardneſs muſt give the fellows 
ſome encouragement, or there wou'd not be that into- 
lerable flutter. about her. — But perhaps ſhe hath ſome 
reaſons io be more upon her guard before you. | 
Lycom. How can you be fo unreaſonably cenſorioue? 
Theaſpe. I can ſee her faults, fir. I fee her as a wo- 
man ſees a woman. The men, it ſees, think the 
aukward creature handſome, 0 
AIR X. Dutch ſkipper. Firſt part. 
Lycom. WW, hen woman's. cenſorious, 
And attacks the meritorious ; | 
In the ſcandal ſbe ſhews her own malicious thought. 
If real guilt ſbe blames, ö 
Then 2 ow inflames ; ; 
And ſhe funſies ſbe's better for another's fault. 
F 
The ſlips e f 97 and foes, © 
By her enwy ſbe does herſelf alone expoſe. | 
Nay, dear child, your attacking her in this peeyith 
way can be nothing but downright antipathy. | 
Theaſpe. Nay, dear ſir, your defending her in this 
feeling manner can be nothing but downright partiality, 
Lycom. T own myſelf partial to diſtreſs, and I ſee her 
in that circumſtance. 7 fo hn 1 
Tbeaſpe. But there are other reaſons that may mak: 
a man partial. PSA 
AIR XI. Dutch ſkipper. Second part. 


As you, fir, are my huſband, no doubt you're prone 
To turn each new face © 1 
8 To a evife's diſgrace 3. 
And for no other cauſe, but that ſhe's your own ; 
Way, fir, tis an evident caſe ' Sr 
Tis ſtrange that all huſtands fbould prove jo Blind, 
hat a wife's real merits they ne er can find, 
Tho' they firike all the reft of mankind. | 
Lycom. How can you be fo ridiculous? By theſe airs, 
madam, you would have me believe you are jealous. 
Theaſpe. Whence had you this contemptible opinion 
of me! Jealous! If I was fo, I have a ſpirit above 


Lor. II. owning 
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owning it. I won never heighten your pleaſure by 
letting you have ther atisfaction of knowing I was un- 


eaſy. | | 
Lycom. Let me beg you, my dear, to keep your tem- 0 
per. 5 I 57 
 Theaſpe. Since J have been ſo unguarded as to own , 
it; give me leave to tell you, fir, that was I of a low. 7 
er rank it wou'd keep you in ſome awe, becauſe you 
wou'd then know I cou'd take my revenge. Yet 
Lycom. You torget your duty, child. face 
Theaſpe. There is a duty too-due from a huſband, 
Lycom. How can you give way to theſe paſſions? 
Theaſpe. Becauſe you give way to your's. 
Lycom. But to be ſo unreaſonably jealous ! 
Theaſpe. Unreaſonably! Won'd it were fo! 
AIR XII. Black joke. 
Lycom. Then muff I bear eternal firife, 
Both night and day put in mind of a.wite, 
By her pouts, ſpleen, and paſſionate airs! 
Theaſpe. Dye think I'll bear eternal ſtight, The 
And not complain when I'm 2 d of my right! ins 
Call you this, fir, but whimſical fears? vans; 
yeom. Can nought then flill this raging florm? 15 
Theaſpe. Yes. What you promis d, if you wou'd perfirn fo 


Lycom. FPriythee teaze me no more. 
Theaſpe. I can never give ver, | 

: Till I find you as fond and as kindazs befare. 
Lycom. Will you ne er «fk . 

A poſſible raſh? 

Wou' d you have me ſo unhoſpitable as to deny her my 
protection? | | | 
 Theaſpe. Tis not, fir, that I preſume to controul 
yeu in your pleaſures, Yet you might, methinks 
have ſhew'd that tenderneſs for me, to have acted with 
a little more reſerve. Women are not ſo blind as hut 
bands imagine.—Were there no other circumſlances, 1 

our coolneſs to me, your indifference. Hou I deſpiſe ea 
myſelf for this confeſſion Pardon me, fir, loye mad 


me thus indiſcreet. 3 4 1R MY Violent f 
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AIR XIII. Ye ſhepherds and nymphs, 
8 Theaſpe, weeping. 
O love, plead my partlon, nor plead it in vain; 
'Tavas you that was jealous, *twas you was in pain 
Yet why ſhould you ſpeak? To what purpoſe or end? 
I muſt be unhappy if live can offend. | 
Yet was ever a deſign of this kind ſo maniteſt, fo bare- 
faced! 8 7 


AIR XIV. The goddeſſes. 
I Thealſpe, angry. 


To what a pitch is man profuſe, : 
And all for oflentatious pride] 
Ev'n miſſes are not kept for uſe, £ 
But 7 mere ſhow, and nought beſide. 
For might a wife ſpeak out, 
She cou'd prove beyond all doubt, 
With more than enough he wwas ſupply'd. 


The princeſs Caliſta hath ſhewn an uncommon confi- 

dence in your majeſty. The woman no doubt depends 

_ it, that her ' daughter's : charms are not to be re- 
Lycom, Nay, dear child, don't be ſcandalous. 


AIR XV. Foar's placket. 
Reputations hack*d and bed, 
Can never be mended again; 
Pet nothing ſtints the tattling prude, 
Who joys in another's pain. 
Thus while ſbe rends 
Both foes and friends, 
By both ſhe's torn in twain. « 
 Reputations hack'd and hew'd, 
Can never be mended again. 
Theaſpe. You are in ſo particular a manner oblig'd 
to her, that I am not ſurpriſed at your taking her part. 


 Lycom. But, dear madam, why at preſent is all this 
violent flutter ? 


La:  Theaſjc. 
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| Theaſpe. Aſk your own heart, aſk your own condud 
Thoſe can beſt inform you.—"T'wou'd have been more 
obliging if Fyrrba and you had kept me out of this 
impudent ſecret.— Vou know, ſir, I have reafon. 
Lycom. If one woman's virtue depended upon ano- 
ther's ſuſpicions, where ſhou'd we find a woman of 
common modefty-! Indeed, I. think you injure her: | 
believe her virtuous. . : 
Theaſpe. When a man hath ruin'd a woman, he 
thinks himſelf oblig'd in honour to ſtand up for her te- 
putation. oo SOUNDS 
Lycom. If you will believe only your own unaccount- 
able ſuſpicions, and are determin'd not to hear reaſon, 
I muſt leave you to your perverſe humours.— What 
wou'd you have me fay? What wou'd you'have me do? 
Theaſpe. She your hafpitality (as you call it) to me, 
and put that creature out of the palace. 
Lycam. I have a greater regard to your's and my 


own quiet, than ever to comply with the extravagant | 


paſſions of a jealous woman. : 

Theaſpe. You: have taken then your reſolutions, I 
find; and I am ſentenced to yeglet——Did: ever a wo- 
man marry but with the probability of having at leaſt 


one man in her power? - What a wretched wife am! 


EE nr 
Lycom. jealouſy from a wife, even to a man of qua- 
lity, is now look'd upon as ill- manners, though the al- 
fair be never fo public. — But without a cauſe !—] 
beg you, madam, to ſay no more upon this ſubject. 
Theaſpe. Though you, ſir, may think her fit com- 
pany for you; methinks the very ſame reaſons might 
tell you that ſhe is not ſo very reputable a companion 
for-your daugh tere. . 
Lycom. Since 2 paſſionate woman will only believe 
herſelf, I muſt leave you, madam, to enjoy your ob- 
ſtinacy. I know but that way of putting an end to the 
AIR XVI. We'veicheated the parſon, &c. 
| Though woman'1ghb tongue, when her paſſtons are fr d 
Eternally go, a man's ear can be tir l. 


Sine? 


ons tl 


uni, 
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Since woman will have both ber word and her way, 

I yield to your tongue; but my reaſon obey. 

Z obey, | | fe 
MWotbing ſay, | 

Since woman will have both her word and her NE. 

Theaſpe. Wou'd I had been more upon the reſerve! 
But huſbands are horridly provoking; they know the 
frailty of the ſex, and never fail to take the advantage 
of our paſſions to make us expoſe ourſelves by contra» 
dition.—Artemona. © | 
Enter Artemona. 

Art. Madam. | | 

Theaſpe, Is that ereatute, that (what do you call her) 
that princeſs gone ? | | 

Art. Yes, madam. © «6 

Theaſpe. Why did not ſhe take that aukward thing, 
ber daughter, with herr 

Art. The advantages ſhe might receive in her edu- 
cation, might be an inducement to leave her. 

Theaſpe. Might that be an inducement? | 

Art. Befides, in her preſent circumſtance, it might 
be inconvemient to take — daughter with her? --. 
: Theaſpe. Can't you find out any other. reafon for 
leaving her? | OTE LIES” 
Art. Youricourtefy, inadam; your hofpitality,, 

Theaſpe. No other reaſon ! | 

Art. No other reaſon ? TT. 

Theaſpe. Wou'd I cou'd believe there was no other! 

Art. *Tisnotfor me to pry into your majefty's ſecrets, 

Theaſpe. J hate a girl that is ſo intolerably forward. 
Art. I hever obſerv'd any thing but thoſe little liber- 
ties that: girls of her age will take, when they are 
among themſelves.—Perhaps thoſe particular diſtincti- 
ons the princeſſes ſhew her, may have made her too fa- 
miliat —I am not, madam, an advocate for her beha- 
viour. 55 a 

Theaſpe. A look ſo very audacious! Now the filthy 
men, who love every thing that is impudent, call that 
ſpitit. Bat there are, Arrenpna, fore particular diſ- 
tinctions from à certain per fon, Who of late bath been 

e L 1 PoE, 33 very 


—— — 2 uyv—ö—— 


222 ACHILLES, a OPER A. 


very particular to me, that might indeed make her 100 
familiar, | | 33 068 | 
Art. Heaven forbid! | 
7 aſpe. How precarious is the happineſs of a wiſe, 
when it is in the power of every new face to deſtroy 
it !—Now, dear Artemona, tell me ſincerely, don't you, 


from what you yourſelf have obſerved, think I haye 


reaton to be uneaſy ? 
Art. That I have obſerved! 3 Pen, 
Theaſpe. Dear Artemona, don't frighten thyſelf — 


am not accuſing, but talking to you as a friend. 


AIR XVII. Fairy elves. 


Art. O guard your hours from care, 
Of jealouſy beware; - _ 

For ſhe with fangy'd ſprites, 

Herſelf torments and frights. 
be Thus be frets, and pines, and grieves, 

 Raifeng fears that ſbe believes, 

| Theaſpe. I hate myſelf too for having ſo much con- 

deſcenſion and humility as to be jealous. Tis — 
the man that uſes one ill; and tis wanting the natur 
pride that belongs to the ſex. What a wretched, mean, 


contemptible figure is a jealous woman! How have [ 


expos'd myſelf! | Wy | 
Art. Your majeſty is ſafe in the confidence repos d 


in me. 


Theaſpe. That is not the caſe, Artemona. Lycomedes 


| knows I am unhappy. I have own'd it, and was ſo 


unguarded as to accuſe him. 
Art. Upon mere ſuſpicion only? = 
Theaſpe. Beyond diſpute he loves her. I know it, 
Artenona; and can one imagine that girl hath virtue 
enough to withſtand ſuch a propoſal ? ? 
AIR XVIII. Moll Peath. 
All hearts-are a little frail _ 
When temptation is rightly apply d. 
What can ſhame or fear avail . 
then we ſooth both ambition and pride? 
All women have power in vie; x 


Then there's pleaſure to tempt her too. $ uch 


— 
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Such a ſure attack there's no defying, 


No denying ; 
Since complying 
Gives her another's due, | 
——] can't indeed (if you mean that) poſitively affirm 
that he hath yet had her. 
Art. Then it may be ſtill only ſuſpicion. 
Theaſpe. I have truſted too my daughter Deidamia 
with my weakneſs, that ſhe, by herintimacies and friend- 
ſhip with Fyrrba, may get into her ſecrets. In ſhort, I 
have plac'd her as my ſpy about her, — That girl (out 
of good-nature, and to prevent family-diſputes) may 
deceive me. She inſiſts upon it, that I have nothing 
to fear from Pyrrha; and 1s ſo poſitive in this opinion, 
that ſhe offers to be anſwerable for her conduct. 
Art. Why then, madam, will you fill believe your 
own jealouſies? | | | 
Theaſpe. All I fay is, that Deidamia may deceive 
me; for whatever is in the affair, tis impoſſible but 
he muſt know it; I have order'd it ſo that ſhe is ſcarce 
ever from her ; they have one and the ſame bed-cham- 
ber; yet ſuch is my diſtemper, that I ſuſpect every 
body, and can only believe my own imaginations. — 
There muſt be ſome reaſon that Deidamia hath. not 
_ with me this morning ——4 am impatient to ſee 
er. 8 3 PSs 
AIR XIX. John Anderſon my Jo. 
Art. Let jealouſy no longer . 
| A fruitleſs ſearch purſue ; 
You make his flame the ſtronger, 
And wake reſentment too. 
This ſelf-tormenting care give oer; 
For all you can obtain 
It, what was only doubt before, 
To change for real pain. 
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AG S 2 


Diphilus, Achilles. 
| ACHILLES 
1 Am very ſenfible, my lord, of the partieular honour; 
„„ oo EE: 
Dipb. Honours, madam ! Zycomedes is ſtill more par. 


ticular. How happy muſt that woman be, whom he 


reſpects ! 
Ach. What do you mean, my lord? 
Diph. Let this ſpeak both for him and me: the pre- 
ſent is worthy him to give, and you to receive. 
Ach. T have too many obligations already. 
Dipbh. Tis in your power, madam, to return em al. 
Acb. Thus I return em. And, if you dare be ho- 


neſt, tell him this ring had been a more Benourable pre- 


ſent to Theaſpe. | 
AIR XX. Abroad as I was walking. 
Dipb. [Offering the ring a ſecond time.] 
Saucchb bomage 10 Ber beauty, 
bat ceyneſs can rej ect? 
Accept, as tis your duty, 
be tribute with reſpect. 
With love 1 offer power ; . 
What ſhame can ever ſiain thee, 
Reſtirain thee, 
Or pain thee, 
N hen bleſi with ſuch a dower ? 


Tis but an earneſt, madam, of future favours.— When 
Lycomedesy's power is your's, I intreat your highneſs not 
to forget your ſervant. | | 
Ach. I ſhall remember thee with contempt and ab- 


horrence. | 5 k 
Diph. 1 beg you, madam, to conſider your preſent 
Gituation.——This uncommon diſtinction requires a fo 


ter anfwer. 


Ach. 
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Ach. I ſhall give no other, my lord. ——T dare ſay, 
Diphilus, you think yourſelf highly honour'd by your 
preſent negotiation. ——lIs there no office too mean for 
ambition? — Was you not a man of quality, was you 
not a favourite, the world, my lord, wou'd call you a 
pimp, a pander, a bawd, for this very honourable pro- 
poſal of your's. ä 
Diph, What an unmerciful weapon is a woman's 
tongue l beg your highneſs to confine yourſelf 
within the bounds of common civility, and to conſider 
who I am. LOT 3 : 
Ach. J do conſider it, Dipbilus, ahd that makes thee 
a thouſand times the more contemptible. | 
AIR XXI. Butter'd peaſe. 
Shou d the heaſt of the nobleſt race 
Act the brute of the hweft claſs; _ 
Tell me, which do you think more bafje, 
Or the lion or the aſs? _ 
Bonſt not then of thy rank or fate ; 
- That but fbews thee the menner ſlave. 
Take thy, due then of ſcorn and hate, | 
As thou t but the greater knave. 


Diph. Though the ſex haye the privilege of unlimit- 
ed expreſſion, and that a woman's words are not to be 
relented ? yet a lady, madam, may be ill-bred. Ladies 
too are generally Ape enough without a provoca- 
tion, fo thaf H feply at preſent would be unneceſſary. 

Ach Are ſuch the friends of power? How un- 
happy are princes to have their paſſions ſo very readily 
put in execution, that they feldom know the benefit 
of reflexion ! Go, and for once make your report faith- 
fully and without flattery. — [Exir. 

Dizh. This girl is ſo exceſſively ill-bred, and ſuch 
an arrant termagant, that I cou'd as ſobn fall in love 
with a tygreſs. She hath a handſome face, tis true, 
but in her temper ſlle is a very fury.——But Lycomedes 
likes her; and *tis not for me to diſpute either his rafte 
T pleafure, —— Notwithſtanding ſhe is ſuch a {pitfire, 
4 my opinion the thing may ſtill do! Things of this 
nature ſhou' be always tranfacted in perfon, for there 

7” LE are 
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are women ſo ridiculouſly half-moceſt, that they are 
aſham'd in words to conſent to what (when a man comes 
to * point) they will make no difficulties to comply 
with. | „ 


| Enter Lycomedes. | 
Lycom. Well, Diphilus, in what manner did ſhe re. 
ceive my preſent ? | | | 
Diph. *Tis my opinion, fir, that ſhe will accept it 
only from your hands. From me ſhe abſolutely refuſe; 
It. | 8 
AIR XXII. Come open the door ſweet Beth. 


Lycom. What, muſt I remain in anguiſh ? 
Anil did not ber eyes 5 8 4 
No figh, not a bluſb, nor languiſo 
That promis'd a kind event! 
It muſt be all affetation, 
The tongue hath ber heart bely'd; 
That oft hath withſtood temptation, - 
When ev'ry thing elſe comply d. 


How did ſhe receive you? Did you watch her eyes 
What was her behaviour when you firſt told her I loy'd 
her 3 | | 

Diph. She ſeem'd to be deſperately diſappointed, 
that you had not told her ſo yourſelf. - 
. Lycom. But when you. preſs'd it to her | 

Diph. She had all the reſentment and fury of the molt 
SR... oe att. 

Lycom. But did not ſhe ſoften upon confideration ? 

Diph. She ſeem'd to take it mortally ill of me, that 
my meddling in the affair had ceiay'd your majeſty 
application. | EP | 

Lycom, What, no favourable circumſtance! 

Diph.. Nay, I was not in the leaſt ſurpris'd at her 
behaviour. Love at ſecond-hand to a lady of her wan 
conſtitution! It was a diſappointment, fir ; and fie 
cou'd not but treat it accordingly.— Whatever was 1 
opinion, twas my duty, ſir, to obey you; but I found 
juſt the reception I expected. Apply to ber yourſef, 
fir; anſwer her wiſhes, and (if I know any thay 
| | | womar 


my act 
now d 
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woman) ſhe will then anſwer your's, and behave her- 


ſelf as ſhe ought. 
| Lycom, But, dear Diphilus, I grow more and more 
impatient. | | 
Diph. That too by this time is her caſe To fave 
the appearances of virtue, the moſt eaſy woman expects 
a little gentle compulſion, and to be allow'd the decen- 
cy of a little feeble reſiſtance. For the quiet of her 
own conſcience, a woman may inſiſt upon acting the 
part of modeſty, and you muſt comply with her ſetru- 
ple. — You will have no more trouble but what will 
heighten the pleaſure. | 7x4 
Lycom. Pyrrha This is beyond my hopes — Diphi- 
lun, lay your hand upon my breaſt. Feel how my heart 
flutters. | 
Diph. Did Pyrrha feel theſe aſſurances of love ſhe 
wou'd not appear ſo thoughtful. 
Lycom. Deidamia too not with her! 
Vipb. She is with the queen, fir. | 
Lycom. My other daughters, who ſeem leſs fond of 


her, are in the garden; ſo all's ſafe.——Leave me, Di- 
jhilus, and let none, upon pain of my diſpleaſure, pre- 
ume to intrude, | [Exit Diph. 


Enter Achilles. 


* Lady Pyrrha, my dear child, why ſo thought- 
fol | | | 

Ach. Thoughts may not he ſo reſpectful; they may 
be too familiar, too friendly, too true: And who 
about you preſumes to communicate 'em? Words and 
torms only are for your ear, fir. | 

L;com. You know, Pyrrha, you was never receiv'd 
upon the foot of ceremony, but friendſhip; ſo that it 
wou'd be more reſpectful, if you was leſs ſhy and leſs 
relery'd—"Tis your behaviour, Pyrrha, that keeps 
me at a diſtance. | | 

Ach, If I was wanting, fir, either in duty to you or 
myſelf, my own heart wou'd be the firſt to reproach me. ; 
our majeſty's generoſity is too ſolicitous upon 
my account; and your courteſy and affability may even 


ww detain you from affairs of importance. If you 
| + have 
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have no commands, fir, the princeſſes expect me in the 
garden, Tp | 
Lxcom. Nay, poſitively, my dear Pyrrha, you-ſhall 
not go = 

Ach. But why, fir ?—Por heaven's fake, what hath 
ſet you a trembling l fear, fir, you are out of or- 
der. Who waits there ? | 

Lycom. I did not call, Pyrrha. | 

Ach. Let me then, fir, know your commands. 

AIR XXIII. Altro giorno in compagnia. 

Lycom. If my paſſion want explaining, 

 * - This way turn and read. my. eyes; 
T heſe will tell thee, without feigning, 
What in words I muſt diſguiſe. 

Ach. Why do you fix your eyes ſo intenſely upon 
me? Speak your pleaſure, ſpeak to me then.— Why 
am I ſeizd ?—Spare me, fir, for I have a temper that 
can't bear provocation. | 

Lycom I know there are a thouſand neceſſary affecta- 
tions of modeſty, which women, in decency to them- 
ſelves, practiſe with common: lovers before compliance. 
But my paſſion, Pyrrha, deſerves ſome diſtinction. 

Ach. 1 beg you then, fir, don't lay violent hands up- 
on we. | | 

Lzcom. The preſent you refus'd from Diphilus, accept 
from me. 5 

Aab. Why will, you perſiſt.—Nay, dear fir, I 
can't anſwer for my paſſions 

Lyrom. "Tis not Diphilus, but I give it you. 

Ach. That Diphilus, fir, is your enemy. 
Lycam. Tis I that offer it. 

Ach. Your very worſt enemy, your flatterer. 

 Lycom. You ſhou'd ſtrive, child, to conquer theſe ex- 

travagant palſions. | ; 
Ach. How I deſpiſe that fellow ! that pimp, that 


pander! 


AIR XXIV. Trip to the landry. 
How unhappy are the great, 

Thus begirt with ſerwile flaves ! 

Such with praiſe your reaſon chent; 


Flait'rers are the meaneſt Anades. * 
| | bey 
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They in friendſbip's guiſe accoſt you; 
Falje in all they ſay or do. | 
When theſe auvretebes have ingroſs'd you, 
Whe's the flave, fir, they or you? 

Lycom. Is this reproachful language, Pyrrba, befit- 
ting my preſence ? „ | 
Ach. Nay, dear fir, don't worry me. By ode you'll 
provoke me. : od 

Lycom. Your affeQation. Pyrrha, -is. intolerable, 
There's enough of it. Thoſe looks of averſion are 
inſupportable,—F will have no ſtruggling. 

Ach. Then, fir, F muſt Have no violence. 

AIR XXV. As I walk'd along Fleet-freet. 
Lycom. When the fort on no condition 
| Will admit the gen'rous fee, 
Parley but delays ſubmiſſion ; 
Me by florm ſbou'd lay it low. 

I am in earneſt, lady. I will. have no trifling, no co- 
quetting ; you may ſpare thoſe little arts of women, 
for my paſſion is warm and vehement enough without 
em. Do you know, Eyrrba, that obedience is your 
duty? 2 35 

Ach. I know my duty, fir; and, hadiit not been for 
that ſycophant Diphilus, perhaps: yow had known 
your's. | | | 

Lycom. J am not, lady, to be aw'd and frighten'd by 
ſtern looks and frouns. — Since your obftinate beha- 
viour then makes violence necefſary=——— 

Ach. You make ſelf-proſervation, fir, as neceſſary. 

Jycom. | won't be retuſed. | | 


AIR XXVI. Thelady's New-year's giit. 


Why ſuch affetation ? 
Ach, Why this provocation 
Lycom. Muft I hear reſiſtance ſtill ! 
Ach, Check your inclination. 
Lycom. Dare you them deny me ? 
Ach. You tov far mny try me. 
Lycom. Muft I then apainſt your cot 


Ach. Porce' ſbull never ply me. 2 
5 | | Icom. 
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Lycom. Never was ſuch a termagant! 
Arch. By Fove, never was ſuch an inſult! 


Icom. Will you? Dare you? Never was ſuch 
ſtrength !— [Achilles puſbes him from him with great 


violence, and throws him down. 


Ach. Deſiſt then. 7 
F * Audacious fury, know you what you have 
one? EN | 


AIR XXVII. Puppet-ſhow trumpet tune. 


[ Achilles holding Lycomedes down.] | 
Ach. What heart hath not courage, by force aſſail'd, 
To brave the moſt deſperate fight? 
is juſtice and virtue that hath prevail'd ; 
Dover muſt yield to right; 


Lycom. Am] ſo ignominiouſly to be got the better of! 
Ach. You are. | | 
Lycom.. By a woman! . | 
Ach. You now, fir, find you had ated a greater 
part, if (in ſpite of your flatterers) you had got the 
better of your own paſſions. 


Enter Diphilus and Courtiers. 


1 Court. An attempt upon the king's life !——The 
guards! where are the guards? 
2 Court. Such an open, bare-faced aſſaſſination! 


[They ſeize Achilles, and raiſe Lycomedes. 


3 Court. And by a woman too ! 
1 Court, Where are your wounds, fir. 
2 Court. Take the dagger from her, that ſhe do no 
farther miſchief. | 2 
3 Court, The dagger! Where ? What dagger ? 
1 Court. You will find it ſome where or other con- 
cealed; examine her, ſearch her. 
Ach. Save your zeal, firs, for times of real danger. 


Loet Zycomedes accuſe me. — He knows my offence. 
Lycom. How have I expoſed myſelf !—— Diphilus, 


bid theſe over-officious friends leave me, and,. as they 


value my favour, that they ſay nothing of what they 


have ſeen.—[Diphilus talks apart with the Courtiers, 


who go out.] Though the inſult from any other ol 
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ſon had been unpardonable, there are ways that you, 
madam, might flill take to reconcile me. 

Ach. Selt-defence, fir, is the privilege of mankind, 

I know your power, but, as J have offended no law, I 

rely upon your juſtice. 9 
 Lycom. *Twou'd be ſafer, madam, to rely on your 
own future behaviour. | | 

Ach. Who was the aggreſſor, fir ? OY 

Lycom. Beauty, inclination, love. If you will merit 
favour you know the conditions. 8 


AIR XXVIII. Old king Cote. 


No more be coy ; 
Give a looſe ts joy, 
And let love for thy pardon ſue. 
A glance cou'd all my rage deſtroy, 
And light up my flame anew. 
For though a man can fland at bay 
Againſt a woman's will ; 
And keep, amid the lbudeſt fray, 
His reſolution flill : 
Yet when conſenting ſmiles accoft, 
The man in her arms is loſt. © 
Ach. If your reſentment wants only the ſhow of 
juſtice, let this honourable man here be wy accuſer ; it 
may be neceſſary for him to trump up a horrid conſpi- 
racy to ſkreen his own infamous practices. | 
Dizh. Your majeſty hath had too much confidence 
in this woman. Ihe lives of kings are ſacred, and the 
matter (trivial as it ſeems) deſerves further inquiry, — 
age, muſt be ſome ſecret villainous defign in this af- 
air, | 
Ach. And are not you, Diphilus, conſcious of that 
ſecret villainous defign ? : 
Diph. Tis an offence, fir, that is not to be pardon'd. 
Your dignity, fir, calls upon you (notwithſtanding 
your partiality to her) to make her an example. There 
muſt be things of conſequence that we are till ignorant 
ol; and ſhe ought to undergo the ſevereſt examina- 
on. — My zeal for your ſervice, fir, was never as yet ; 
at a loſs for witnefſes upon theſe occaſions. [To Lycom. 
3 Lzcom, 
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com. Don't you ſee the queen coming this way; 
Have done with this diſcourſe, dear Diphilus, and leave 
me. Wou' d I cou'd forget this ridiculous affair! For 
the prefent, Pyrrhe, I truſt you to return to the ladies; 
though (conſidering your paſſionate temper) I have lit- 
_ tle reaſon. to rely on your diſcretion. | 

3 [Exeunt Achilles and Diphilus, 


Enter Thea ſpe and Deidamia. 
Theaſpe, I thought I had heard Pyrrha's voice. 
Lycom. A jealous woman's thoughts are her own and 
her huſband's eternal plague z ſo T beg you, my dear, 
lay no more of her. | | | 
Theaſpe. And have I noreaſon but my own thoughts, 
my liege? | be EE VET 
AIR XXIX. Dichy's walk, in Dr. Fauftus. 
What give oer? 
| I muſt and will complain. 

Lycom. You plague us both in vain. 

Theaſpe. You won't then hear a wife ! 

Lycom. I muſt, it ſeems, for life. 

| Teaze no more.. 
Theaſpe. Nay, fir, you know tis true, 
That tis to-her I owe my due. 
No thanks to you ! | 

It behoves kings, fir, to have the ſevereſt guard upon 

their actions; for as their great ones are trumpeted by 

fame, their little ones are as certainly and as widely 
convey'd from ear to ear by a whiſper. 

Lycom. Theſe chimerical jealouſies, madam, may 
provoke my patience. 
 Theaſpe. Chimerical jealoufies And do you really, 

ſir, think your ignominious affair is ſtill a ſecret ?!— 

Am I to be ignorant of a thing that is already whiſ- 

per'd every where ? : 

AIR XXX. Puddings and pyes. 

Lycom. The ſlips of a huſband you wives 

| Will never forget: | 
Your tongue for the courſe of our lives 
Is never in debt. | | 


"Tis 
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'Tis now funning, 
And then dunning : 
Intent on o'r follies alone, 
'Trsfo fully emplay d that yon never can think of your own. 


Thea/pe. My ſuſpicions have, indeed, wrong'd Pyr- 


ba. — How I reſpect and honour that girl! 
Deidamia, that honourable, that virtuous creature 
Iyrrhba, well deſerves both your friendſhip and mine.— 
As ſoon as you have found her bring her to me, that [ 
may acknowledge the merits ſhe hath to me. 
— Exit Deidamiĩa. 
After the repulſe and diſgrace you have very juſtly met 
with, you might with reaſon cenſure me for want of 
duty and reſpect ſhou'd I upbraid you Tis paft ; and 
if you will never again put me in mind, I choote to for- 
get it, — Yet, wou'd you reward virtue, and had you 
uy regard for my quiet. 22 Os 
AIR XXXI. My dilding, my dalding. 
Ah ! fhou'd you ever find her 
Complying and kinder; | 
Though now you have refign'd her; 
What then muſt enſue ! 
Your flame, thuugh now 'tis over, 
Again will recover; | 
Tou l prove as fond a lover, 


As I'm now of you. 


Lycom. What wou'd you have medo ? 

Treaſpe. I wou'd have you diſtruſt yourſelf and re- 
move the temptation. | have long had it at heart to 
ind a match for my nephew Periphas, and I really think 
we can never meet with a more deferving woman. 

Lycom. Whatever ſcheme you have tor her, 1 ſhall 
not interfere with you.—l have had enough of her ter- 
magant humours ; the hath not the common ſoftneſs 
of the ſex.— Tis my opinion, that Feriphas will not 
find himſelf much obliged to you ; for the man that 
marries her muſt either conquer his own paſlions, or 
er s, and one of 'em (according to my oblervation) is 
not to be conquer'd. 5 

T heaſpe. 
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Theaſpe. Marriage, fir, bath broke many a woman' 


ſpirit; and that will be only his affair.— When he 
_ her with him, your own family at leaſt will be 
eaſy. 
 Lycem. Her preſence juſt now wou'd be ſhocking.— 
I cou'd not ſtand the ſhame and confuſion.—I ſee her, 
and Deidamia with hen —Do with her as you pleaſe; 
you have my conſent. | 2 


Enter Deidamia and Achilles. 


Theaſpe. The character Deidamia hath given of you 
and your own behaviour, child, have ſo charm'd me, 
that I think I never can ſufficiently reward your merits. 

Ach. Deidamia's friendſhip may make her par tial.— 
My only merit, madam, is gratitude. 
Theaſpe. To convince you of the opinion I have of 


you—Bue I muſt firit aſk you a queſtion—Don't you 


think, lady Pyrrha, that my nephew Periphas is very 
agreeable ? „„ | 

Ach. That impatience of his, to ſerve as a volunteer 
with the troops of Lycomedes at the ſiege of Troy, is be- 
coming his birth. So much fire, and ſo much ſpi- 
rit !——] don't woncer your majeſty is fond of him. 
Theaſpe. But I am fure, Pyrrha, you muſt think his 
perſon agreeable. | 
Ach. No woman alive can diſpute it. _— 

Theaſpe. I don't know, every way, ſo deſerving a 
young man; and have that influence upon him, and 
at the ſame time that regard for him, that I would 
have him happy. Don't think, child, that I wou'd 
make him happy at your expence ; for knowing him, 
I know you will be ſo.—Was the princeſs Caliſta bere, 
tis a match ſhe cou'd not diſapprove of; therefore let 
that be no obſtacle, for every thing, in regard to her, 


T take upon myleif. Rn 
Ach. Wou'd you make me the obſtacle to his glory? 


| pardon me, madam, I know myſelf undeſerving. 


AIR XXXII. How happy are you and J. 


Firſt let him for honour roam, 
And martial fame obtain: 

Then (if he ſbou'd come home ) 
Perhaps 1 may explain. 


Since 


ACHILLES, a»: OPERA. 235 
Since then alone the hero's deeds 
Can make my heart give way ; 
'Till Ilion falls and Hector bleed, 
I muſt my choice delay. 


Then ſpe. Nay, Pyrrha, J won't take theſe romantic 
notions of your's for an anſwer.— Deidamia is ſo much 
your friend, that, I am ſure, ſhe muſt be happy with 
this alliance; fo, while I make the propoſal to my 
nephew, I leave you two to talk over the affair toge- 
. 7; | [ Exit. 

Ach. Was there ever a man in fo whimſical a cir- 
cumſtance ! 

Deid. Was there ever a woman in ſo happy and fo 
unhappy a one as mine! 

Ach. Why did I ſubmit? why did I plight my faith 
thus infamouſly to conceal myſelf ?—W hat is become 
of my honour? , 3 

Deid. Ah Pyrrba, Pyrrha, what is become of mine! 

Ach. When ſhall I behave myſelf as a man! 

Deid. Wou'd you had never behay'd yourſelf as one! 


AIR XXXIII. Fy gar rub her o'er with ſtraw. 


Think what anguiſb tears my quiet, 
Since I ſuffer d ſbame for thee ; 
Man at lurge may rove and riot, 
We are ; Sher but you are free, 
Are thy vews and oaths miſtalen? 
See the birds that wing the ſky ; 
Theſe their mates have ne er forſaken, 
"Till their young at leaſt can fly. 


Acb. Peſter'd and worried thus from every quarter, 
'tsimpoſlible much longer to prevent diſcovery |! 

„Deid. Dear, dear Fyrrba, confide in me. Any other 
diſcovery but to me only wou'd be inevitable perdition 
to us both. Am I treated like a common proſtitute? 
Can your gratitude (wou'd I might fay love 1) refuſe 
to let me know the man to whom I owe my ruin? 

Ach. You muſt rely, my dear princeſs, upon my ho- 
t for I am not, like a fond weak huſband, to be 
teaꝝ q into the breaking my reſolution. | 


AIR 


— 
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AIR XXXIV. Beggar's Opera. Hornpipe. 
Know that importunity's in vain. | 
Can then nothing move'thee ? 
Ach. Aſt not, fince denial gives me pain. 


Dead. 


Deid. Think how much I love thee. 

Ach, What's a ſecret in a woman's breaſt ? 
Deid. Canſt thou thus upbraid me! 

Ach. Lei me leave thy heart and tongue at ref. 
Deid. Love then bath betray'd me. 


Ach. For heaven's fake, Deidumia, if you regard my 
love, give me quiet.—Intreaties, fondneſs, tears, rage, 
and the whole matrimonial rhetoric of woman to gain 
her ends, are all thrown away upon me; for, by the 
gods, my dear Deidamia, I am inexorable. 

Deid. But, my dear Pyrrha (for you oblige me fil 
to call you by that name,) only imagine what muſt be 
the conſequence of a month or two. — Think of ny 
unhappy condition.— To fave my ſhame (if you area 
man of honour) you muſt then come to ſome Teſolu- 
tion. Hot - 

Ach. Till I deſerve theſe ſuſpiciovs, Deidamia, me- 
thinks ir wou'd be more becoming your profeſſions of 
love to ſpare em.— I have taken my reſolutions ; and 
when the time comes, you ſhall know 'em: till then 
be eaſy, and preſs me no farther, . 


AIR XXXV. My time, O ye muſes. 


How bapę days and how ſæveet was my reſt 
re hve — * my boſom di ſtreſt ! 
Now 1 languiſb wwith ſorrow, I doubt and I fear: 
But love hath me all when my Pyrrha is near. 
Tet whyhave Igriev'd ? Ve vain paſſions adieu! 
T know my own heart and I'll think thee as true; 
And asyou know my bear t,'twou'dbefolly to range: 
For xwho'd be inconſiant to loſe by the change! 
My life, my honour, then I implicity intruſt with you. 
Ach. Who wou'd have the trouble of putting on 2 
character that does not naturally belong to him! the 
life of a hypocrite muſt be one continual ſcene of am- 
iety. When ſhall I appear as Lam, and extricate my. 


ſelf out of this chain of perplexities! I have no 5 
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ner eſcaped being raviſh'd, but I am immediately to be 
made a wife. , 

Deid. But, dear Pyrrha, for my ſake, for your own, 
have a particular regard to your bebaviour till your re- 
ſolution is ripe for execution. You now and then 
take ſuch intolerable ſtrides, that I vow you have ſet 
me 2 3 8 : „„ 

Ach. Conſidering my continual reſtraint, and how 
much the part I act differs from my inclinations, I am 
ſupriz'd at my own behaviour. CY | 

AIR XXXVI. I am come to your houſe. 

Your dreſs, your om 

Your girs of joy and pain, 
All theſe are affetations 
We never can attain. 
'The ſex ſo often varies, 
"Tis nature more than art: 
To play their whale waparies . 
We muſt have woman's heart. 

Deid. Your ſwearing too, upon certain occafions, 
ſounds ſo very maſculine—an oath ftartles me.- — 
| Wou'd I cou'd cure myſelf of theſe violent apprehen- 

„ „ 15 | 
Ach. As for that matter, there are ladies who, in 
their paſſions, can take all the liberties of ſpeech. ; 

Deid. Then too, you very often look ſo agreeably 
inpudent upon me, that, let me die, if I have not 
been mortally afraid my fiſters wou'd find you out. 

Ach. Impudent ! are women fo cenſorious, that looks. 

cannot eſcape em? May not one woman look kindly 
upon another without ſcandal? 
Deid. But ſuch looks - Nay, perhaps I may be par- 
ticular, and it may be only my own fears; for (not- 
withſtanding your dreſs) whenever J look upon you, I 
have always the image of a man before my eyes. 

Ach. Do what we will, love at ſome moments will be 
unguarded.— But what ſhall I do about this Perizhas ? 

Deid His heart is ſo ſet upon the ſiege, that I now] 
Be can have but very little perſecution upon his ac- 
unt. . a ; : 

Ach. Wou'd I cou'd go with him! 


Peid. 
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Deid. And cou'd you leave me thus? | 
Ach. Have you only a womaniſh fondneſs? J thought, 
Deidamia, you lov'd me. And you cannot truly loye 
and eſteem, if in every circumſtance of life you have 
not a juſt regard for my honour. _. £7 

| Deid. Dear Fyrrba, don't mention it; the very 


thought of it kills me. You have ſet my heart in a 


moſt violent palpitation.——Let us talk no more upon 
this diſagreeable ſubject.— My ſiſters will grow very 
impatient.—Shou'd we ſtay longer together, I might 
again be importunate and aſk to know you; and I had 
rather bear the eternal plague of unſatisfied curioſity, 
than give you a moment's diſquiet. — They are now 
expecting us in the garden, and, conſidering my pre- 
ſent circumſtances, 1 wou d not give em occaſion to 
be impertinent, for of late they have been horridly 
prying and inquiſitive.—Let us go to 'em. 

Ach. I envy that Periphas. is honour, his fame, 
his glory is not ſhackled by a woman. 


AR xxxvII. The Clarinette. 
Ach. Ab, why is my heart ſo tender! 


. My honour incites me to arms: 
To love ſhall I fame ſurrender ? 
By Jaurels PII merit thy charms. 


Deid. How can I bear the reflection? 
Ach. I Balance; and honour gives way. 
Reward my love by affetion ; 


Deid. 
I IJ aſk thee no more than | pay. 


ATT m 
Theaſpe, Periphas, Artemona. 


'THEASPE. 


ERIPHAS, 1 have a fayour to aſk of you, and 
_ poſitively I will not be refuſed. 

Per. Your majeſty may command me. 
Theaſpe. Nay, nephew, *tis for your own good. 


For. To obey your commands, madam, * — 


court 
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. Theaſpe. I am not, Periphas, talking to you as a 
queen, but as a relation, a friend. —I muſt have no 
difficulties ; therefore I inſiſt upon your abſolute pro- 
miſe, | 1 | | 

Per. J am not in my own power, madam, Lyco- 
nedes, you know, hath acceded to the treaty of alli- 
ance; that to furniſh his quota, his troops are already 
embark'd, and that I have engaged myſelf in his ſer- 
8 | 
Theaſpe. Why will you raiſe obſtacles before you 
know the conditions? 'Tis a thing I have ſet my 
heart upon, and I tell you *tis what in honour you can 
comply with. | | 

Per. My duty, my obligations, put me entirely in 
your diſpoſal, | SY | 

Theaſpe, You pramiſe then ſolemnly, faithfully— 

Per. I do. 9 ä | 

Theaſpe, I have remark'd, Periphas, that you are 
prodigiouſly fond of the princeſs Ca/ifta's daughter, 

Per, I fond of her, madam ! 5 _ 

Theaſpe. Nay, Periphas, are not you eternally at her 
ear? Wes 

Art. How I have ſeen that formidable hero, general 
4jax, ſuffer upon your account! Of all his rivals 
you are his eternal torment.— He reddens, fighs, and 
(as much as is conſiſtent with ſuch a bluſtering ſoldier's 
valour) languiſhes whenever you are near her. | 

Theaſpe. You may ſafely own your paſfion, Periphas, 
for I know you think her agreeable. 

Art. Beſides her being the faſhionable beauty of the 
court (which is ſufficient vanity to make all the young 
fellows follow her) you, of all mankind, in gratitude 
ought to like her,——I know all of em envy the par- 
ticular diſtinctions ſhe ſhews you. 

Theaſpe. I am convinced of her merits ; and your 
marrying her I know wou'd make you both happy. 

Per, Let me periſh, madam, if I ever once thought 


of it! | | 
Theaſpe. Your happineſs you ſee hath been in my 
thoughts. I take the ſettling this affair upon my- 


{elf, 
Per, 
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Per. How cou'd you, madam, imagine I had 
views of this kind. What, be a — follows 


with intention to marry her! Why, the ver 8 
themſelves wou'd laugh at a man .- th had 8 ihe 
notion of gallantry, and knew ſo little of their inclina- . 
tions. | The man never means it, and the woman 3 
never expects it; and for the moſt part they have every — 
other view but marriage. | J - 

Ti heaſpe. But I am ſerious, nephew, and inſiſt upon rat 
your promiſe. e | — 


AIR XXXVIIL No ſooner had Jonathan leapd il verf 
from the boat. a - 


What are the jeſts that on marriage you quote? the: 

All ignorant bachelors cenſure by rote ; Pp 

Like critics you view it with envy or ſpleen: | | 

You pry out its faults, but the good is er ſeen. = £ 

| ; ray 

Per. Tis not in my power, madam ; *tis not in my war. 

inclinations. A ſoldier can have but one induce- and 1 

ment to marry (and the woman may have the fame rea- Wy fort 

ſon too), which is, the opportunities of abſence. poor 

Theaſpe. You know, nephew, you have promis'd. - How 

Per. But ſuppoſe I am already engaged, . „ _— 

Theaſpe. That will be another merit to her. —_ 
Per. Tis impoſſible, madam.— -In a day or two 

ou know I am to ſet out for the campaign. | f 

Theaſpe. A lady of her romantic ſpir it can have no * 

objections to follow ing the camp. _— 

AIR XXXIX. Love's a dream of mighty pleaſure. WW "i; 

Soldier, think before you marry, _ | | mul 

If your wife the camp attends, 2 * 

Tou but a convenience carry „ 5 

For (perhaps) a hundred friends. py , 

If at bome ſhe's left in ſorrow, | * 

Abſence is convenient too; | h * 

| Neighbours now and then may borrow lk 

| What is of no uſe to you. | . | fe 

J indeed fear'd Pyrrha might have ſtarted fome difficut- Per 

ties; but if you rightly conſider the propoſal you car for 1 

Vo; 


have none. 
| Der. 
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per. What is the cauſe of the war we are now en- 
raped in? Does not the fate of Menelaus ſtare me in 
the face? | | 
Bae. I will have no more of your trifling objec- 
tions, Periphas; and as to your part, from this time 
Iwill look upon the affair as happily concluded. 
All that now remains to be done is with Pyrrha. I 
have left her to Deidamia's management; and without 
doubt her good offices muſt prevail, for you can never 
have a better advocate. But ſhou'd the girl be per- 
verſe and obſtinate . Tis impoſſible. For however 
her heart is already engaged, no woman alive can reſiſt 
the ambition of ſuch an alliance. 98 | 

| Inxeunt Theaſpe, and Artemona. 

Per. Had I ſo little taſte of liberty as to be inclin'd 
to marry, that girl is of ſo termagant a ſvirit The 
brayeſt man muſt have the dread of an eternal domeſtic 
war. In a tongue-combat woman is invincible, 
and the huſband muſt come off with ſhame and infamy; 
for though he lives in perpetual noiſe and tumult, the 
poor man is only ridiculous to his neighbours. — 
How can we ever get rid of her? Fercules 
conquer'd the ſeven-headed Hydra, but his wife was 2 
venom'd ſhirt that ſtuck to him to the laſt. | 


Enter Ajax. 

Ajax. This rencounter, Periphas, is as I wiſh'd.— 
The liberties you have taken———you know what 1 
mnean——when my honour is 'concern'd——an indig- 
nity, and all that! "Tis not to be put up; and 
[ muſt infiſt upon an explanation. There is a 
particular affair, my lord. - | 20 

Per, Vour accoſting me in this particular manner, 
lord Ajax, requires explanation. For let me 
die, if J comprehend you!! 

Ajax. Death, my lord, I explain! I am not come 
here to be aſk d queſtions. ———Tis ſufficient that 
| know the affront, and that you know I will have ſa- 
tisfaQtion, 80, now you are anſwer'd 

Per, I can't ſay much to my ſatisfaction, my lord; 
for I can't ſo much as gueſs at your meaning. 

M 3 Ajax. 


You. . 


— 
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Ajax. A man of honour, Periphas, is not to be tri. 
fled withal. „%%% th none; 

Per. But a man of honour, Ajax, is not obliged in 
courage to be unintelligible. | 

Ajax. I hate talking. The tongue is a woman! 
weapon. Whenever I am affronted; by the gods, this 
ſword is my only anſwer. 1 

Per. Tis not, Ajax, that I decline the diſpute, or 
wou'd upon any account deny you the pleaſure of fight. 
ing ; yet, (if it is not too much condeſcenſion in a man 
of honour) before I fight I wou'd willingly know the 
provocation. 1 5 | | 
AIR XL. Maggy Lawther, 


Ajax Mbat is all this idle chat? 
Words are out of ſeaſon. 
Whether 'tis or this or that, 
The ſword ſhall ds me reaſon. 
Honour calPd me to the taſk ; 
Mo matter for explaining : 
*Tis a freſh affront to aſk 


A man of bonour's meaning. 


Be it as it will, Periphas; we have gone too far alrea- 
dy to retract. — You know, I ſuppoſe, of my 
8 to a certain lady. Now are you ſa- 
tisfy'd. 
/ ing If you had her, my lord, it had been much 
more to my ſatisfaction. I admire your courage. 
AIR XLI. Lord Frog and lady Mouſe. 
Ob, then it ſeems you want a wife! 
Showd I conſent, | | 
You may repent, 
And all ber daily jars and flrife 
' You may on me reſent. 
Thus ev'ry day and ev'ry night, 
If things at bome fhou'd not go right, 
Me three nuſt live in conftant fight. 
| T ake her at all event. l 


Liar. Hell, and furies! I am not to be rally'd on 
of my reſentment. 5 | i 
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per. Now, in my opinion, tis flinging away your-cou- 
nge to fight without a. cauſe; though indeed the men 
of uncommon proweſs, by their loving to make the 
noſt of every quarrel, ſeem to think the colttrary. | 
fjax. You are not ſo ſure of the lady, Periphas, as 
you flatter yourſelf; for whenever I am a rival, by 
Jwe, tis not her conſent, but my ſword, that muſt 
decide the queſtion. E 
per. Sure never a rival (as you will call me) had a 
better reaſon for fi hting than! have at preſent; for if 
[am kill'd, I ſhall be dut of dariger of having the wo- 
nan. . HEY 0&3 vim iE tn, ou 
fax. You might ſpare your jokes, Periphar, for 
my courage wants no provbcation.—If I fall, Pyrrha 
may be yortr's : You will then deſerve her. Till 
they - 1 * T 
Per. So he that conquers, as a reward, I find is to 
be married. NO dear Ajax, is that worth fighting 
for —— 1 1 
Ajax. Your paſſion for that lady, 'Periphas, is too 
public to bear diſpute.— Have not I ſeen you whiſper 
ber, laugh with her? And by ſome pärticular looks 
at the ſame time, twas too evident that I was the fub- 


je of your mirth. 


15 


FL” 
- 


Per. Looks, Ajax 7 2 I 8 TY 4 0 26 | IS 4 
Ajax. Ves, looks; my lord; and I never did or will 
take an impertinent one from any man. 
Fer. Impertinent obe! | 
Hjax. Furies! This calm mockery is not to be 
borge, —I won't have my words repeated. | _ 
Per. Such language, AMiax, may provoke me. 
AIR XLII. Richmond ball. 
fer. What means all this ranting? 
Ajax Ceaſe your joking; 
Per, Ito my honour wwill neber be wants g. | 
Ajax Pill you do me right © . 
fer. What means all this ranting © 
Ajax, Ceaſe your joking ; | 
'Tis provoking, 
I to my honour will ne er be wanting. 
M 2 Ajax. 


0 


s by * 


Per, 
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Ajax. Tall not then, but fight. 
> . Give then by action 

Satisfaction. 
Per. 'n not in awe, fr. 
Ajax. . Death ! will you draw, fir? 
„ Ran · oo ,-- 

Is a battle 

You may ſafer try. 


per: Yet, firſt, I'dfain know why. | Jef 
Ajax. By Jupiter, Periphas, *till now I never fff bis: 
I > eee OCs him 
Per. Nay then—ſince my own honour calls upon are 1 
me. Take notice, Ajax, that I don't fight for the Wi dip 
Enter Theaſpe, Artemona, and Guards. | 
1 Guard. Part *em.—Beat down their ſwords. 
.I 500 are parted, 
2 Guard. How dard. you preſume to fight in the 
JJV - 
1 Guard, Nay, in the very preſence !—Por ſee, the 
W VV! | 
Ajax. Tis very hard, firs, that a man ſhou'd be de- 3 
E 


ny'd the ſatisfaction of a gentleman. - $4 
Theaſpe. Lord 4jax, for this unparallel'd preſumpti- with 
en, we forbid you the palace. „ 
Hjax. I ſhall take ſome other opportunity, my lord. to th 


U 0 
» ö a . 0 


Fheaſpe. And as for you, Peripbas ? 
Per. Your majeſty's rigor can do no leſs than forbid bim 
me the woman. a Fe Coe | 
Theaſpe. The woman, Periphas, is the only thing the \ 
that can reconcile me to your behaviour. | 
Per. That blundering hero 4jax will have it that! 
am his rival. The man will be almoſt, as miſerable 


without her, as'tis probable he might be with her. Bs 
Oblige us both then, madam, and let the general be Pl 
miſerable in his own wax. le y 
Theaſpe. 1 cou'd not have imagin'd that obſtinate hey 
girl cou'd have had any ſcruples to the match ; but fancy 
Deidamia tells me ſhe finds her as difficult as you. her g 


Pur. 
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per. Since you know, madam, that Fyrrba will 
have her -n way; for both our ſakes, and to ſavè 
yourſelf unneceſſary trouble, your majeſty had better 


ge up this impoſſibilit . 

Enter Diphilus and Guards. 
Dipb. To prevent future miſchief, my lord, his ma 
jeſty puts you under arreſt, and commands you to at- 

tend him. General Ajax is already in cuſtody.— Tis 
his-pleaſure' too, that (after you have paid your duty ta 
kim) you embark with the troops immediately; and you 
are not ta conie aſhore again upon pain of his majeſty's 
diſpleaſure. 3 57 
f AIR XLIII. | 
In war we've nought but death to fear, 
Hoa gracious i the ſentence ! 
„ 5. 7: for that is eafier far to Sar, 94 
Than marriage with repentance. ' © 
Begirt with foes; by numbers brav'd, . 
= : e Ed 
Pe man from greater danger.ſav'd, 
The leſſer ones deſpiſes. ; 
Per. Your' majeſty then, you find, muſt 'diſpeni= 
with my promiſe till after the expedition. If the 
gene ral ſhou'd be ſo happy, to bring Pyriba with him 
to the camp, perhaps we may like one another better. 
_ Dipb. The king, madam, wants to talk to your 
majeſty upon affairs of conſequence.— Vou will find 
him in the royal apartment. | 
_ Theaſpe. My daughter, with Pyrrha, have juſt turn'd 
the walk, and are coming this way.—You may ſtay 
witk 'em, Ar temona, till 1 ſend for you. | 
, [Exeunt Theaſpe, Periphas, Cc. 


RALLIES. i: 
Enter Philoe and Leſbia. 

Phil. *Tis horridly mortifying that theſe trades-peo- 

le will never get any thing new againſt a birth-day. 

hey are all ſo abominably ſtupid, that a woman of 

fancy cannot poſſibly have the opportunity of ſhewing 

E 


er genius. 
4 


8 
\ 
oo" 
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.* Leſbia, The fatigue, one hath of talking to those 
creatures for at leaſt a month before a birth-day, is in- 
 fupportable ; for you know, ſiſter, j when the time 
draws ſo very near, a woman can think of nothing elſe, 
Pjzbil. After all, fiſter, though their things are deteſ- 
table, one muſt make choice of ſomething or other. 
have ſent to the fellows to be with me this morning, 
Lefbia. You are ſo eternally. ſending for dem, one 
wou'd imagine yu was delighted with their. converſa- 
sion. For thoſe hideous ſtuffs they will ſhew us from 
year to year are frightful, are ihocking. How can 
woman have ſo ill a taſte as ta expoſe herſelf in a laſ 
year's pattern! | | git 
Phil. Dear madam, I, beg your pardon. Let me 
„ HS 
Lejbia, Our:meeting(heriwas ducky: beyond. expreſ- 
fion, for I never felt fo uneaſy.a thing as a ſecret, 
Phil. You know, ſiſter, we had agreed to truſt her 
with our ſuſpicions. ys 4p y 3 1% cn NR. 
Leſvia. Vet after All, when 
concern'd. No LT IIDESEY | 
Phil. But is not the honour of a family of greater 
conſequence ? e 
Leſbia. Tho' ſhe is a woman and a favourite, I dare 
ſay, if Artemona promiſes, whatever ſhe ſuffers ſhe will 
inviolably keep it to herſel ti. 
Art. If I had not this quality, I had little deſerved 
Theaſpe's friend ſhip.—By all that's ſacred, ladies, you 
may ww — Ü 
Phil. Tis impoſſible, ſiſter, but ſhe herſelf muſt haye 
1 ˙ w „„ 
Leſbia. Whatever people have obſerved, tis a thing 
you know, that no creature alive can preſume to talk 


a ſiſter's reputation is 
N 12 U 1 


* 


upon. | e METTIONUS 
Ya Deal fairly and openly with us, Artemona.— 
Have you ng) nothing particular of Deidamia 
yonder of late? , e * Ne 
Art. Of Deidamia Wh. 
Leſbia. Only look upon her, madam. 
Phil. Well—what do you think of her? | 
Le/bia. Are you blind, Artemona, or dare not you 


believe your eyes. 
| 7 && Art. 


4 k 
0 - > * ' 
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Art. Her particular intimacy with Fyrrba do you 


mean ? | 2 
Phil. Dear madam !—Then I find we muſt ſpeak 


firſt. 
Leſtia. Now, dear Artemona, can any woman alive 
imagine that ſhape of her's within the compaſs of com- 
mon modeſty? | 5 | 
Art. But how can one poſſibly have thoſe ſuſpicions ? 
Phil. She is a woman, madam ; ſhe hath inclinati- 
ons, and may have had her opportunities that we know 
nothing of. | —- 
AIR XLIV. Minuet of Corelli in the ninth Concerto. 


We may reſolve to reſiſt temptation ; 
And that's all we can do. 
For in the hour of inclination 


What cou d- or you? 


Leſbia. Though the thing is improbable, tis ſo mon- 
ſtrouſly evident that it cannot bear a diſpute. 

Phil. Then her boſom too is ſg prepoſterouſly im- 
pudent One wou'd think a woman in her condition 
was not conſcious of her own ſhame. 

Leſbia. Or imagin'd other people cou'd overlook it 
as well as herſelf, | | ; 

= Then ſhe is ſo ſqueamiſh and ſo frequently out 
of order. 

Leſbia. That ſhe hath all the outward marks of fe- 
male frailty, muſt be viſible. to all womankind, 

— Phil. But how ſhe came by em, there, Artemona, 
is ſtill the ſecret. | | | 
Leſbia. T muſt own that, by her particular intimacies 
with that forward creature Pyrrha, I ſuſpect her to be 
her confident in this accident. 

Art. 1 beg you, ladies, to turn this diſcourſe ; for 
Deidamia and Pyrrha are juſt coming upon us to join 
the converfation. 


Enter Deidamia and Achilles. 


Leſbia. Now I dare ſwear that careleſs creature Pyr- 
rha hath not once thought of her clothes. 

Art, Nay, dear lady Pyrrha, the thing is not ſuch 

a trifle, for 'tis the only mark of reſpect that moſt peo- 


M 4 ple 
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ple are capable of ſhewing. And though that is not 


your caſe, I know your gratitude can never omit this 
public occaſion. f OS 


AIR XLV. Tom and Will were ſhepherds twain. 
Think of dreſs in ev'ry light ; 
Tig woman's chiefeft duty; 
NMeglecting that, ourſelves we ſlight 
And undervalue beauty. 
That allures the lover's eye, 
And graces ev'ry action; | 
| Befedes, when not a creature by, 
"Tis inward ſatisfadtion. 
Ach. As I am yet a ſtranger, ladies, to the faſhions 
of the country, tis your fancy that muſt determine me. 
Phil. How can a woman of common ſenſe be ſo un- 
folicitous about her dreſs ! 2 „ 
| Lefbia. And truſt a woman to chooſe for her! *Tis 
a temptation to be ſpiteful that very few of us can re- 
fiſt ; for we have not many pleaſures that can equal 
that of ſeeing another woman ridiculons. 
Phil. But you have not, Pyrrha, miſplaced your con- 
Adence. - - © 
| Enter Servant. 


Ser. Your embroiderer, madam. 
| Phil. That woman is everlaſtingly peſtering me for 
employment. Now can ſhe imagine, that to promote 
her tawdry trade I can be talk'd into making myſelf i- 
diculous by appearing eternally in ber odious embroi- 
dery? “I can't fee her now.—But perhaps I may want 
her for ſome trivial thing or other. — Let her call again 
to-morrow. „ 7 

Serv. The anti-chamber, madam, is crowded with 
trades- people. 7 | 

Phil. Did not I tell you that J wou'd not be troub- 
led with thoſe impertinent creatures ?—But hold 1 
had forgot I ſent for em. Let 'em wait. 

Leſbia. But if thoſe foreign merchants who lately 
came into port are among em | 

Phil. There, ſiſter, is all my hope. I ſhall be hor- 
ridly diſappointed if they don't ſhew us ſomething 
charming. Leſbia. 


L. 
thin 
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Leſbia. Shou'd any woman alive get ſight of their 
things before us- 5 . 
Phil. 1 cou'd not bear i t.— To appear in what an- 
other woman had refuſed, wo u'd make the creature ſo 
intolerably vain ! . 
Leſbia. Are thoſe merchants, Iaſk you, among em? 
Serv. They have been waiting, madam, above this 
half hour. 5 
Leſbia. And did not you know our impatience ?—— 
How cou'd you be ſo ſtupid Let us ſee them this in- 
ſtant. | | [ Exit Servant, 


Enter Ulyſſes and Diomedes, diſguis'd as merchants | 


Art. Unleſs you have any thing that is abſolutely 
new and yery uncommon, you will give us and your- 
ſelves, gentlemen, but unneceſſary trouble. 

Ulyſ. Our experience, madam, muſt have profited 
very little by the honour of dealing with ladies, if we 
cou'd imagine they cou'd poſſibly be pleas'd twice with. 
the ſame thing. Ed, | 

Diom. You might as well offer em the fame lover. 

Uly/. We have learnt the good manners, madam, to 
diſtinguiſh our cuſtomers To produce any thing: 
that had ever been ſeen before, wou'd be a downright 
inſult upon the genius of a lady of quality. | 

Diom, Novelty is the very ſpirit of dreſs. | | 

: _ Let me die, if the fellows don't talk char- 
mingly ! | * 

Phil. Senſibly, ſiſter. 2 

Lefbia. *Tis evident they muſt have had dealings. 
with ladies of condition. | | 

Diom. We only wait your commands. 

Ub/. We have things of all kinds, ladies. 

Phil. Of all kinds Now that is juſt what 1 want- 
ed to ſee. | | . 

: _ Are not theſe, ſiſter, moſt delightful crea- 
ures | | 85 „ 

U/l We know a lady can never fix unleſs we firſt 
coy her curiofity. Es 

Diom. And if variety can pleaſe, we have every 
thing that fancy can with: 
| AIR 


Ms 
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5 AIR XLVI. The bob; tail laſs. 
In dreſs and love by like defires 
Is woman's heart perplext ; = 
The man and the gown ſhe one day admires, 
She wiſhes to change the next. 
The more you are fickle, we're more employ'd, 
And lobe hath more cuſtomers too; 
For men are as fickle, and ſoon are clay d, 
Unleſs they have ſomething new, 


Lefbia. But, dear man, conſider our impatience. 
 Uly/. Wou'd you command the things, ladies, to be 
brought here, or wou'd you ſee em in your own apart- 
ment? | 
Phil. How intolerably theſe fellows love talking ! 
Leſbin. How canſt thou, man, aſk ſuch a queſtion ! 
Phil. Here immediately. | | 
Uly/. Nay, 'tis not, madam, that our goods can be 
put out of countenance by the moſt glaring light. 
as for that matter 
Leſbia. Nay, pry'thee, fellow, have done. 
[ [Diomedes goes out, and returns with Agyrtes. 
U. I wou'd not offer you theſe pearls, ladies, if 
the world cou'd produce ſuch another pair. 
Phil. A pair, fellow—Doſt thou think that jewels 
pair like men and women, becauſe they were never 
made to agree? | 
Diom. Now, ladies, here is all that art can ſhew 
you. —Open the packet. | 
| Leſbia. This very individual pattern, in a blue pink; 
bad been infinitely charming. 
Phil Don't you think it pretty, Deidamia® 
Leſsia. For heaven's ſake, lady Pyrrha.— Nay, dear 
child, how can any creature have ſo little curioſity ! 
U Look upon it again, madam, —Never was ſo 
delightful a mixture! 
Diom. So ſoft ! ſo mellow! E 
Uly/ſ. So advantageous for the complexion! 
Leſbia. I can't bear it, man; the colour is frightful. 
Phil. J hate our own tame home-bred fancy.—I on 
I like the deſign— but take it away, man, 


Art. There muſt be ſomething pretty in every thing 
1 Ulyſſes ſbews another piece. 


hat is fereign. | 
* 2 | Deid. 
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Deid I am ſure, madam, this muſt convince you to 
the contrary.— Never was any thing ſo deteſtable? _ 

Leſbia. For heaven's ſake, fir, open that otherpack- 
et ; and take away this hideous trumpery. 

Ulyſ. How cou'dſt thou make this miſtake ? Ne- 
yer was ſuch an eternal blunderer. [Opens the anmour. 

Phil. How ridiculous is this accident! 

D:cm. Pardon the miſtake, ladies. 

Lefvia. A ſuit of armour ! You ſee, Philoe, they 
can at leaſt equip us for the camp. 

Phil. Nay, Leſbia, for that matter it might ſerve 
many a ſtiff aukward creature that we ſee every day in 
the drawing-room ; for their dreſs is every way as ab- 
ſurd and prepoſterous. Another packet open d. 

Uly/. If your expectations, ladies, are not now an- 
ſwer d, let fancy own herſelf at a ſtand. * 11s inimi- 
table ! *Tis irreſiſtible! 

[As the ladies are employ'd in examining the fluff, 
Achilles is handling and poizing the armuur, 
Ulyſſes obſerving him. ; . 

Ach. The workmanſhip is curious; and fo juſtly 
mounted! "This very. ſword ſeems fitted to my hand- 
The ſhield too is ſo little cumberſome ; ſo very eaſy ! 
Was Hector here, the fate of Trey ſhou'd this in- 
ſtant be decided —How my heart burns to meet him 

Ul. [Aſide to Diom. ] That intrepid air! That god- 
like look! It muſt be he! His nature, his diſpoſition 
ſhews him through the diſguiſe. {To Achilles.] Son of 
Thetis, I know thee, Greece demands thee, and now, 
Achilles, the houſe of Priam ſhakes. 

Ach. But what ate you, friend, who thus preſume 
to know me? © 3 
Uly/. You cannot be a ſtranger, fir, to the name of 
Ulyſſes. = | | 
Ach. As I have long honour'd, I ſhall now. endea- 
vour, fir, to emulate your fame. | 

Uly/. Know, fir, Diomedes ; he too is ambitious to 
attend you, and partake your glory. 

Diom, Come, Agyrtes ; with him we carry conqueſt 
to the confederates. 5 | 

[Agyries takes a trumpet, which lay amingft the 

armour, and ſaunds. 5 
| 2 AIR 


ravelPd. 
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AIR XLVII. My dame hath a lame tame crane, 
Ulyſ. Thy fate then, © Troy, is decreed, 


om. How I pant 


Ach, fowl burn fur the fight. 
Diom. Hard, glory calls. 
Ack. Now great Hector ball bleed. 


Agyr. Fame ſball our deeds requite. 
{As Achilles is going off, he turns and looks on 
Deidamia. | 
AIR XLVIII. Geminiani's Minuet. 
Ach. Beauty vwveeps.— Ab, why that languiſh ? 
2 9 See ſbe calls and bids me lay. | 


How can I leaveher ? my heart feels her anguiſb. 
Hence, fame and glory, Love wins the day, 


[He drops the ſword and ſhield, 
Trumpet ſounds, and he takes 'em up again. 
Al R My dame hath a lame, &c. as before, ſung in 


four parts as a catch. 
Ulyſ. Thy fate then, O Troy is decreed. 
Ach. How I pant] How 1 burn for the fight ! 
Diom. Hark, glory calls. New great Hector ſball bleed. 
Agyr. Fame Fail our deeds requite. 
[As they are going; Achilles ſtops, with his eye: 
fix d on Deidamia. | 


Art. For heaven's fake, ladies, ſupport Deidamia, 
Phil. Never was any thing ſo aſtoniſhing! 
' LZefbia. Run then, Artemona, and acquaint the king 
and queen with what hath happen'd. [| Exit Artemona. 
Phil. Ah ſiſter, ſiſter, the myſtery then of that par- 
ticular intimacy between you and Pyrrha is at laſt un- 
Leſbia, Now if it had not been a man of this pro- 
digious conſequence, it had been the ſame thing — 


| Sure never unguarded woman was ſo unaccountably 


lucky! 3 
Deid. Can you leave me, Achilles Can you ? 


U. Conſider your own glory, fir. AR 
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AIR XLIX. Gavotte of Corelli. 


Ach. Why this pain? 
Lowe aclieu, 
Break thy chain, 
Fame purſue. 
: Ah, falſe heart, 
, Can'ſt thou part 
Oath; and vos have bound me. 
Fame cries, Go ; 
Lowe ſays, No. 
Why d'ye thus confound me? 
Deid. Think of my condition. —Save my honour, 
 Uly/. Think of the honour of Greece. 
Deid. Think of your ſolemn oaths and promiſes. 
Uly/. Nations depend upon you Victory, fir, 
calls you hence. \ | | 
Deid. Can you, Achilles, be perfidious ? | 
Uly/. Can you loſe your glory in the arins of a wo- 
man ? 


Deid. Can you ſacrifice the fame of your faithful 
Deidamia ? ; ERA | 


ATR. 3 The ſcheme. 


Ach. O, what a confli's in my breaſt ! | 
_ Ulf, hat, flill in ſuſpenſe ? bid fame adieu. 
Deid. See me with ſbame oppreſt : 
J curſe, yet I love thee two. 
Ulvſ. Let not her ſighs unman your heart. 
Deid. Can you then go, and faith reſign ? 
ach. SHA I ! How can I part ? 
Deid, Your honour is link'd with mine. 


Enter Artcmona, Lycomedes, Theaſpe, Diphilus, 
Periphas, and Ajax. 

Lycom. Hence, Diphilus ; and preſume no more to 
come into my preſence. Twas your paltry flattery 
that made me ridiculous. ——Such a genius can never 
be at a loſs for employment, for I have found you qua- 
lified for the very meaneſt offices. [Exit Diphilus. 

Theaſpe. My daughter, fir, I hope, bath put confi- | 


dence in a man of honour. 


Ach. 
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Ach. My word, madam, is as facred as the moſt re. 
ligious ceremony. Yet (though we are already fo. 
lemnly betroth'd to each other) 'tis my requeſt, madam, 
that before I leave the court the prieſt may confirm the 
marriage, [ Theaſpe whzr/pers Attemona, who goes out, 

Theaſpe. This might have proved a ſcurvy affair, 


Deidamia ; for a woman can never depend upon a 


man's honour after the hath loſt her own to him. 
[Achilles zalks apart to Ulyſſes, Periphas, &&c. 
Zycom. You muſt own, madam, that 'twas your own 
jealouſies that were the occaſion of Deidamia's diſgrace, 
 Theaſpe. How can you have the aſſurance to name 
it? Does it not put you in mind of your own ?——Let 
her marriage to Achilles make us forget every thing paſt. 
Ach. As you was ſo furiouſly in love, lord 4jax, I 

hope I ſhall till retain your friendſhip. - 


Ajax. No joking I beg you, young man.——-But 
pr'ythee, how came you here? and in a woman's dreſs 


too!——Your ſetting out, ſtripling, did not ſeem to 
Promiſe much. 
Ach. The adventure wou'd be too long to tell you. 
I ſhall reſerve the ſtory for the camp. 
| [Artemona returns, with the prieſt. 
Art. The prieſt, fir, is ready. | 
Lycom. The ceremony waits you. 


Ach. It ſhall be my ſtudy, Lycomedes, to deſerve this 


alliance. | 

Lycom. May you be happy! 5 

Theaſpe. Let the prieſt then join your hands. 

[ Achilles, Deidamia, Lycomedes, Theaſpe, Leſbia, 

Philoe, Artemona, retire —— back part of the 
age. The prieſt performs the ceremony. 

ph. 83 duel, 45 125 made a — better f- 
gure if there had been a woman in the caſe. —ÞBut 
you know, like men of violent honour, we were ſove- 
ry valiant that we did not know what we were fighting 
for. L | 
Ajax. If you are too free with your wit, Peripbas, 
perhaps we may know what we quarrel about. 

Ulyſ. What, teſty 4jax ! Petticoats have led many 
a man into an error. How lucky was the diſcovery ! 
for had you found a real complying woman, you bad 
ps LO | | | ircetrievably 
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itretrievably been married. The preſence of Acbil- 
les ſhall now aninaate the war. 


AIR LI. The man that is drunk, &c, 
Per, Was ever a lover fo happily freed ! 


Ajax. Try me no more; and mention it newer. 
_Vlyl. Suppoſe you had found her a woman indeed, 
Ajax. Muſt I be teaz'd and worried for ever ! 
Diom. By congueft in battle we finiſh the firife ; 

Per. But marriage bad kept you in quarrels for life, 
Ajax. Muſt you be fleering ? 


Truce with your jeering. 
Know that you wits oft paid for your ſneering. 


Per. If you had been deceived by a woman tis 
what we are all liable to. | | 

Diom. But Ajax is a man of warm imagination. 

Ajax. After this day let me hear no more of this ri- 
diculous affair. | 

Per. Nay, for that matter, any man might have been 
deceived ; ſor love, you know, is blind 

Ajax, With wy ſword I can anſwer any nian. 
tell you, I hate joking. [Lycomedes, c. come 
BE | forward. 
Icom. I have the common cauſe fo much at heart, 

that I wou'd not, ſon, detain you from the ſiege. 


AIR LII. There liv'd long ago in a country place, 


Deid. Hou ſhort was my calm] in a moment lis paſt ; 
 Freſp [arrows ariſe, ard my day is vercaſt, 
But fince*tis decreed Let me ſtifle this tear. 
Be bold, yet be cautious; my life is thy care; 
On thine it depends; itis for thee that ] fear. 


Lycom. As both her country and your glory are con- 
cern'd, Deidamia mult learn to bear your abſence. 
In the miean time, Achilles, the ſhall be our care. 
As the marriage is confirm'd ; let the dancers, who 
were preparing for th' approaching feſtival, celebrate 
the wedding. | | 
Ajax. But hearkee, young fellow,——This is the 
old ſoldier's play; for we ſeldom leave quarters but the 
landlord's daughter is the better for us, —Hab !* _ 
EY | [To Achilles, 
DANCE. 
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DU. We may for a while put ona feign'd character, 
but nature is ſo often unguarded that it will ſhew itſelf, 
Tis to the armour we owe Achilles. 


AIR LIN. Minuet of Corelli. 


Single. Nature breaks forth at the moment unguarded. 
Chorus. Thrzugb all diſguiſe ſbe berſelf muſt betray. 
Single. Heaw'n with ſucceſs hath our labours rewarded, 
Chorus. Lets with Achilles our genius obey. 


AIR LIV. Saraband of Corelli. 


Ulyſ. Thus when the cat had once all woman's graces; 
Courtſhip, marriage, won her embraces; 

Forth leapt a mouſe ; ſhe, forgetting enjoyment, 

Quits her fond ſpouſe for her former employment. 


CC HH WK U 8. 
Minuet of Corelli. 


Nature breaks forth at the moment unguarded; 
Through all diſguiſe fbe herſelf muſt betray. 
Heav'n with ſucceſs hath our labours rewarded ; 

Let's with Achilles our genius obey. 
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BAT IR. 


t HY did you bring: her to town .at. all? 

58 Why did not you . . off i into the 
country three months ago? 

» *. oy. Sir Tho, But to fall upon the ſex in ſo 
ſevere à manner looks like pique. You 

old bachelors ſhould hot judge of all women by thoſe 

you have convers'd with. _ 

Bart. Had I been ever married, nephew, you might 
have ſuſpected me of pique and prejudice. Conſider 
too, that a looker-on very often ſees the overſights of 
thoſe that are engaged in the game ; and of all man- 
kind, according to my obſervations, a huſband ſees the 
leaſt of what his wife is doing. | 

Sir Tho. But there may be exceptions, fi fir. 

Bart. I tell you, nephew, tis every huſband's caſe. 
Awife hath a thouſand ways of blinding you. — (Not 
to mention lying) What think you of flattery, fond- 

neſs, and tears? Thoſe are hood-winks that wives have 
ready upon every occaſion. 

Sir Tho. Perhaps I have not the ſtrongeſt reaſons to 
be an advocate for matrimony ; yet, for our own ſakes, 
we ſhould conceal our wives infirmities ; for, if family 

diſputes 


—— 2 ¶ io I ATE et Rune 4c Te 4c > ens — 


262 The DIS TRE SSD WIFE. 

diſputes were to be made public, of all ſtates, the ſlate 

of matrimony multi be the | 140ft ridiculous —l grant 
ou, ſir, I have been very erequlous; and that ſhe 


ath teaz'd and flatter'd ine too into ambition and! 


2 2 


did belie ve ſome great relations of hero were to pro- 
cure me an employment; fo that I muſt take part of 
the folly of bringing her to town upon myſelf. 

Bart. And had you not a more profitable employ. 
ment, than they cou/d give you, in looking after your 
own affairs in the; country ?—Employments and titles 
are the ſhadows that you country gentlemen catch at, 
and knaves run away with your ſubſtance. Beſides, ne- 
phew, 3 whimſical, and have opinions of your 
own. Then too, you have a perverſe uncourtly manner 
of ſpeaking your mind. Never think of an employ- 
ment without implicit political faith, and the other ne- 
ceſſary qualifications. of 

Sir Tho. I have given up all views, and am fix'd and 

determin'd for the country.—Such another year's ex- 
pence would irretrievably ruin me. 8 
Bart. A man with eb a wife is never fix d, is never 
determin'd ; he is the weather- cock, and ſhe the, wind 
that blows it. — Give me leave to doubt your reſolu- 
tions, for I can believe nobody in the family but your 
wife, becauſe ſhe knows what ſhe will do. 

Sir Tho. Nay, fir, you may believe me ; for debts, 
duns, and neceflity, have ty'd me down to be ſo unhuſ- 
band like, as to make iny wife do a reaſonable thing. 

Bart. But when the (with fondneſs and tears) aſſures 
you, that matters are juſt upon a criſis, that a good 
employment will ſoon ſet all affairs to rights; you muſt 
be convinced ſhe hath your intereſt at heart, and you 
cannot in gratitude refuſe to accept-of -her good offices 
in town for a month or two longer. | 
Sir Tho. Spare me, ſir; for I know and own my 
weakneſs-in being led into this fooliſh ſcheme.” * 
Bart. But are you ſure that you can be ſo uncom- 

laiſant, as to throw a lady into a condition of life that 
ſhe is utterly unfit for ? For you mult have experienced 
ſhe bath all the ſuitable extravagance becoming a court- 
lady. —Nay, you too, (without an employment) 


have ſhew'd yourſelf qualify'd for one, by running into 


Juxuries 
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juxuries you could not ſupport Does ſhe game as deep 
gs ever? x | | 
Sir Tho. You know ke does. 5 
Bart. And can you be ſo unreaſonable as to put her 
out of the way of ſo innocent an amuſement? 

Sir Tho. Why will you aggravate matters? IT am but 
too ſenſible of em already. But it is neceſſary to pay 
tradeſmen's bills upon leaving the town, and my ſtew- 
ard hath been fo ſlack in his remittances, that I ſhall 
be obliged to take up another thouſand, 

Bart. To enable your wife to play with a freer ſpi- 
nit | 


Sir Tho. The moment I have ſatisfied my creditors, 
I will remove her from the temptation ; and nothin 
ſhe can ſay ſhall make me alter my opinion. 
Bart. Upon that condition, I will find a friend, who 
ſhall furniſh you with the ſum, for your own, and her 
extravagancies have drain'd me of all my ready money? 
—But is your wife prepared for this terrible change? 

Sir Tho. If you mean, that ſhe is convinced, that ſhe 
hath conſented to live in a regular way (a way that al- 
moſt every woman deteſts and deſpiſes) that is a queſ- 
tion I ſhall never aſk her.—Though ſhe is obſtinate, I 
am as peremptory ; ſo, without diſputing a point I 
know ſhe never will give up, the authority of a huſ- 
band ſhall prevent all her objections. We ſhall have 
time enough for a reconciliation when we are ſettled in 
the country. - | 

Bart. Since I find you have got the uſe of your rea- 
ſon again, I ſhall take the privilege of a friend, and 
tell you, it was bigh time, upon every account, to do 
23 you have cetermined.—Your character, as well as 
fortune, ſuffers. 

Sir Tho. I beg you to explain yourſelf. 

Bart. Is there not a bargain and ſale on foot of your 
niece Sprightly, to that formal pedant in politics, lord 
Courthee? The whole town looks upon that treaty 
of marriage (as you call it) in no other light. 

Sir Tho. She is a relation of my wife's, and 'tis a 
affair that I have never meddled with. 

Bart, How can the thing poſſibly have any other 


appearance? What are your pretenſions to an employ- 
| | ment? 


tea FRY WPI IS" 
. 
' 


264 The DISTRESS'D WIFE. 


ment ?—W hat were you to give for it ?—T know the 
common way of dealing hath been, for ſo much honour, 
or ſo much conſcience ; but there have been thoſe too, 
who have dealt for wives, daughters, and nieces,—[n 
ſhort, no place is to. be had without a valuable con- 
fideration ſome way or another. 
Sir Tho, I know there have been propoſals from lord 

Courthwe ; but what is that to me? | 

Bart. The world (in things of this nature) will ſup- 
poſe a man and his wife agreed, though they know ten 
thouſand inftances to the contrary. —' Fis impoſſible for 
us to diſtinguiſ to whom the folly or indiſcretion pro- 
perly belongs, with that exactneſs you can do between 
yourſelves ; ſo that your wife's conduct, in this parti- 
cular, mutt reflect upon you. 

Sir Tho, That old beau is an arrant aſſembly- 
haunter. | 

Bart. But this is a ſerious affair. 
Sir Tho. Not a young gil of any conſequence can 


appear, but he is her profeſs'd follower ; and they all 


coquet it with him only to turn him into ridicule. 
Bart. That is not the caſe here. Indeed, nephew, 
your wife's behaviour is downright ſcandalous. 


Enter lady Willit. 


La. Willit How can you be ſo provoking, fir Tho- 
mas? Was there no place in the houſe to bring your 
company into but my dreſſing-room ?—Mr. Barter, 
your ſervant. —After all, this is intolerable, that one 
can never have a room to one's ſelf. : . 

Sir Tho. My uncle, madam, was deſirous of paying 
his reſpeQs to out. 

La. Willit. And why had not you brought him to 
my bed-fide ? | 


Bart. If your ladyſhip is out of humour. [Coing. 


La. Willit. Pardon me, Mr. Barter; I was not 
ſpeaking to you. But you muſt allow that (notwith- 
ſtanding the privileges. of a huſband) a wife ought to 


be treated with common good manners.—That's all. 


Sir Tho. Your objections then, madam, are to me, 
it ſeems. | 


La. Willit. 


viſit as very obliging. 
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La. Willit. Bleſs me, how can any creature alive be 
ſo captious ? I vow, Mr. Barter, I look upon your 
But when one is juſt out of 
bed !—You might have been fo civil, methinks, to have 
ſent up to know if one ſaw company or not. 

Sir Tho. Nay, prithee, child, don't make yourſelf 
ridiculous. How can you put yourſelf out of humour 
for ſuch trifles ?—l have ſent for my uncle to adviſe 
with him about ſettling my atfairs upon our leaving the 
town, | 
La. WNillit. How ſhould he be judge of our affairs? 
Sir Tho. I am judge of em, madain.——l wiſh you 


were ſo too. 


La. Willit. I wiſh ſome people would not be ſo over- 
fond of their own opinions, Tis aſtoniſhing a man 
can have ſo perverſe a conduct, as to make it impoſſi- 
ble for one to ſerve him. | 

Sir Tho. What do you mean, madam ? 

La. Willit. To ſpeak plainer then, you are ust a 
judge of your own affairs—Sure you will allow ae to 
know what I am doing. 

Sir Tho. Then I muſt ſpeak plainer too, madam, 
and acquaint you, that my circumſtances oblige me to 
put an end to your negotiations, and that my reſolutions 
are taken to retrieve, to look after, and ſupport the 
eſtate I was born to, — The wildgooſe chaſe is over. 
Let the neceſſitqus and ſycophants haunt levees, and 


ſeek to ſpunge upon the public; tis a purſuit beneath 


a free-born country gentleman. So, madam, I will 
not be the occaſion of one lie more, either from you 
or your friends, for I here cancel all court promiſes; _ 
and frankly own, that I am aſhamed of the part you 
have made me act. 
La. Willit. I beg you fir Thomas, don't ſpeak fo 
diſagreeably loud. —My head akes, and you worry one 
to death. : 4 =: 

a, Tho, Have you call'd in all your tradeſmen's 

$f -- 5 HS ; Ye 
La. Villit. One would think you had found thoſe 


creatures forward and impertinent enough without my 
encouragement. aj | | 


'Vou Bk => . 5 


266 The DIS TRESS'D WIF E. 


Sir 750. But theſe are things, child, that muſt be 
ſettled. 

La. Willie. Always upon this topic! A man with 
theſe vulgar ſcruples about him is his own eternal dun. 
Was there ever a man, who grew to be of any con- 
ſequence, who did not run out? Would you have 

credit, and not make uſe of it Now, Mr. Barter, 
is not this narrow way of thinking provoking ? 

Bart. You would not, madam, condeſcend to appeal 
to a merchant upon this ſubject.— We live on in the 
humdrum way of honeſty and regularity : We think, 


we act, differently from people at your end of the 


town; and as it never yet was known, can it now be 
expected, that courtiers ſhould ever ſtoop to regulate 
their conduct by our's ?—As TI am no judge, you muſt 
excuſe me from giving my opinion. 
La. Willit. 1 with you had never given your opinion 
to ſomebody elſe ; for my huſband is never ſo unreaſo- 
nable as after he hath converſed with you. Would 
your wiſdom adviſe him now, out of caprice, to aban- 
don a very conſiderable thing, that is ready for his ac- 
- Ceptance ? „ 
Sir 750. You know my reſolution, and I adviſe you 
to prepare for it. | 
La. Willit. And do you really think this language 
js even becoming a huſband —For heaven's fake have 
done. You know I am out of order, and company 
kills me; ſo that I muſt beg to be excuſed. — 
A brute ! 2 3 Exit. 
Bart. I never enter into a diſpute with a woman 
for every reaſon againſt her, only ſerves to make her 
the more obſtinate in her own opinion. 5 


. Enter F ibber. 
Fibber. Lord Courtlove, ſir. 

3 Rood . Enter lord Courtlove. 
Id. Court. The buſineſs of the day will make the 
| levees ſooner than uſual this motning If you will give 
me leave, fir Thomas, I will have the honour of waiting 
upon you.—l hope I do not break in upon buſineſs. 
Pray, who is this gentleman ? May one talk before 
him ?—You will pardon my caution. dir 


— 


5 Exil. 
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Sir Tho. My uncle, my lord. 3 
Lu. Court. Mr. Barter, your moſt obedient ſer- 
vant —The honour of being known to you is what 1 
have been long ſoliciting.— Are we to have the favour 
of your company ?— Shall I have the honour of pre- 
ſenting you ? | 

Bart. To whom, and where, my lord. | 

Ld. Court. Sir Thomas and I are going together to 
the levee. 

Bart. My nephew may do what he pleaſes ; I have 
neither buſineſs, nor any thing to aſk; and I would 
not make myſelf ſeem a dependent, to ſwell any great 
man's vanity in Chriſtendom. - 

Ld. Court I beg your pardon, fir. You merchants 
have your own ways of thinking.— 

Bart. And of ſpeaking and acting too——PBut you 
know, my lord, we are a particular race of people, 

Ld. Court. Pray, fir Thomas, hath Mr. Barter been 
diſobliged ?—l think it would not be prudent to talk 
upon your affair before him. | 

Sir Tho. My uncle is perfectly well acquainted with 
every ſtep I am taking, and I beg you to give him no 
ſuſpicions of me. | 

Ld. Court. Believe me, fir Thomas, you have not a 
common promiſe z I would not have your impatience 
ſhew you look upon it as ſuch.— Your want of confi- 
dence of late, I know, hath given ſome unjuſt jealou- 
les, but all thoſe may be got over. And will you - 
juſt now, by any little omiſſions, make your affair im- 
prafticable ?—You are ſenſible all my ſmall intereſt is 
engaged to ſerve you: I have made a point of it, and 
the thing ſhall be done, 

Sir Tho. And ſo you have anſwer'd for my attendance 
this morning. ] have buſineſs, my lord. 

Ld Court. At this particular time, fir, I know your 
abſenting yourſelf muſt- be taken notice of; and it 
would not eaſily be forgiven. ——My zeal, fir, for your 
ntereſt, was the occaſion of this viſit. Ft 

vir 750. Is attendance and homage then expected 
rom me as aduty+?—Am I number'd among the pro- 

ſitute hirelings of power ?—T hope my behaviour hath 
not made me appear to the world in the contemptible 
„ light 
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light I do to you and your friends. Tis high time, 
my lord, that my conduct ſhould rectify your miſtake. 
Ld. Court. Without your further appearing in it, fir 
Thomas, 1 ſay the thing ſhall be done.— But at 
preſent I wave the diſcourſe. You muſt pardon me, 
fir, if Tam ſomewhat ſolicitous about my own ſucceſs, 
Am I to be happy with Miſs Sprigh:ly ? Did ſhe liſ. 
ten to the laſt propoſals I made to lady Willie ? | 
Sir Tho. The girl never aſk'd my advice ; but if yo! 


your lordſhip aſks it, I own I think the inequality of c01 
your age makes the thing ridiculous. | toc 
Ld. Court. The alliance, the fortune J hope is un- to 
exceptionable. | ; anc 
Sir Tho. Tis not, my lord, that I think your applica- all 
tions deſperate ; for daughters, as well as fathers and me: 
mothers, ſet their hearts on notking but title and for- 4 
tune. As to love, daily examples thew you, they ſel. trui 
dom wholly rely upon a huſband. bee 
Ld. Court. We are upon no ſecret, Mr. Barter. wit 
You cannot be a ſtranger to my treaty. of marriage with con 
Miſs Sprightly. | tha 
Bart. If the girl was not ſo great a fortune, methinks pric 


your lordſhip's love would appear ſomewhat more diſ- 
intereſted. 3 | 

Sir Tho. I have quitted all my pretenſions to an em- 
ployment ; and did your lordſhip weigh the affair right- 
ly, you would give up your's to a wife. An em- 
ployment frequently runs you into every faſhionable 
extravagance, luxury, and debt: does not a wife do 
the ſame ? An employment influences your words 
and actions, even againſt reaſon and common ſenſe; a 
wife hath done, and can do the ſame. As I am re- 
ſolved to do one reaſonable thing myſelf, I adviſe your 
lordſhip to do another,—Keep your reaſon, keep your 
liberty, and think no more of my niece. 
Id. Court. She ſeems to wait only for your appro- 
bation. | | 

Sir Tho. Excuſe me, my lord.—If I know her; ſhe 
is not to be influenced, but by her own inclinations: 
What thoſe are I could never find out; perhaps they 
may be at preſent to a title; after you have her, they 


may 


— 


— 
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may be to ſomething elle. Were it in my power, I 
would not do your lordſhip fo ill an office. 

Ld. Court. I truſt myſelf to your friendſhip, _!] 
am ſorry I cannot have the honour of your company 
where I am going; when I return to pay my reſpects 
to the ladies, I hope to bring you proofs that my friend- 
ſhip was not merely profeſſion. - \ [Eait. 

Bart. I find you have the uſe of your reaſon when 
your wife is not by ; confider yourſelf as a man, and 
conſider her as a woman, and you may have it then 


too. Vou were born to freedom, and would you ſeek _ 


to make yourſelf a ſlave? You were born to fortune, 


and would you ſtoop to make yourſelf a beggar? For of 
all beggars, I look upon a miniſter's follower to be the 


meaneſt. 
Sir Tho. I have ſtill, fir, fo much of the ſpirit of a 


true Briton, that I deſpiſe myſelf for the ſteps I have 
been led into. Tis true, I am one fleth with my 
wife, but my mind is my own ; and you ſhall ſoon be 
convinced, that I have ſo reaſonable a regard for her, 
that my own honour ſhall govern me, and not her ca- 
pricious paſſions. | 

Bart. That you may not be diſappointed of the ſum 
vpon this emergency, it ſhall be my immediate buſineſs 
to find out a perſon. to ſupply you. I'Il be with you 
again an hour or two before dinner. 

Sir Tho. T ſhall ever own the obligation, and you 
will ſoon ha ve the pleaſure to ſee that your good offices 


were not thrown away. [Exit Barter, 


Enter Humphrey. 


dir 750. Well, Humphrey, what want you? 

 Humph, My lady, fir, hath order'd me to call upon 
the wine-merchant for fix dozen more of champaign. 
Now the caſe is, Mr. Botler won't deliver a drop more 
without ready money.—Alack-a-day, fir! things are 
hugely alter'd from what they were in old ſir Thomas's 
time, —But ſervants muſt ſee all, and ſay nothing. 

Sir Tho. Tis no matter, Humphrey, —— You may tell 
my wife, that I gave you orders to the contrary. 
Humph. Well, —it is no wonder that your fine folk 
live ſo great, when they pay for nothing. Now to 
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my thinking, to ſquander more than a man hath, is 
not fo reputable a thing as your people of quality ſeeni 
to think. Why now, an't like your honour, there's 
your taylor uſes you like a dog. My lady too, me- 
thinks, had better play leſs and pay better.. But 
ſervants, they ſay, muſt ſee, and ſay nothing. 


What, though it be the faſhion, to my thinking, there 


is no ſuch mighty matter of greatneſs in being bubbled 
by knaves, and ſpunging upon induſtry.— Now, for 
my part, I can't find out where would be the leſſening 
ol a great man, though he ſhould pay his debts. —— 
Great folk have great privileges, that's certain—— 
But, troth, I think 'tis een as creditable to be juſt and 
honeſt. 3 

Sir The, I thank thee, Humphrey, for thy blunt re- 
proof. I feel the ſhame of being in debt. Tis a 
life of dependance, and beneath a man of honour. 

Humph. And they tell me too, that matters are going 
at a wild rate in the country yonder. Hath your honour 
ſpoke with your tenant John Trenchwell, who came to 
town laſt night ?—Bur here he is himſelf, and he can 
better inform your honour. —He would very fain have 
ſeen your honour as ſoon as he came to town. 


Enter Trenchwell. 


Sir Tho. Farmer Trenchwell, J am glad to ſee you. 
Pray, what buſineſs brought you to town? | 

Trench, My buſineſs, fir Thomas, is merely upon 
your account. As I have always found you a kind 
landlord, I thought it my duty to ſerve you to the belt 
of -my power. | | 

Sir 72. What is that paper in your hand? Hatha 
life dropp'd, and do you want to renew ?. ” 
Trench. That you might not look upon it as a pri- 
vate pique of mine, you will find there the hands of 
moſt of your creditable tenants —— Your ſteward Sur- 
<vey, fir, hath abuſed you. | 
Humph. Open his eyes, Maſter Trenchwell. Be a 
rogue never ſo rich and great, tis the part of an hone 
man to detect him.—Fear him not, farmer Trenchwell. 
A knave, before he is found out is proud and inſolent; 


but after he is found out, he is the meaneſt of — 
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peak out; ſpeak plain. Tis what every ſervant 
of the family hath long thought of him. | 
Sir Tho. Tis a remonſtrance I ſee againſt Survey, 
my ſteward. | | 

Trench. He never had any thing to tranſact with any 
one tenant, but he had a private job of his own. 
By what means, think you, hath he purchaſed all thoſe 
fine tenements round you ? Only give your tenants a 
hearing, and you will not want proofs. 

Sir Tho. I always took Survey to be an honeſt fellow. 

Trench. And do you think ſo itil] ? 

Sir Tho. I don't know what to think. 

Trench. Read on, —— Only ſee how he hath acted 
ſince he was left to himſelf. | 

Humph. Well ſaid, teach him to know a rogue from 
an honeſt man, *Tis a leſſon that country gentlemen 
almoſt always pay for learning.—Now he does not care 
to find him out, becauſe it will give him the trouble of 
looking into his own affairs. —Then too, none of your 
high-born gentlemen ever care to own they have been 
impoſed upon. | 

Sir Tho. The facts charged againſt him are very ſtrong. 

Trench. And very true. 

Sir Tho. I have been very kind to the fellow. 

Trench. Knavery, fir Thomas, is not confin'd to Lon» 
don, We are not ſo ignorant of the ways of the world. 
Pray, how think you ſtewards get richer than their 
maſters ? Ah, dear fir——they know how to make 
the moſt of a place too. | 


Enter lady Willit. 


La. Willit. How can you have your creatures in 
one's dreſſing- toom? Vou know I want to dreſs, — 
What buſineſs have you here ?—Did not I order you 
to go to the wine-merchant ? Y | 

Sir 750. I ſhall give direction about it, child. 


Here's my honeſt neighbour Trench well hath brought 

me a moſt flagrant information againſt Survey. | 
La. Villit. A gentleman would have a fine time on't 

to be influenced by a few diſcontented peaſants. 

Sir Tho, But the thing, madam, muſt be enquired 

into. a | 


N 4 La. 


ct by imitation. 


272 The DISTRESS'DWIFE. 


La. Willit. How can any creature be ſo dull, fo un- 
entertaining, to be always 1 over his own 
affairs! Can you be ſo unlike a gentleman, to think 
your father left you an eſtate to look after it ?=What 
are ſtewards for? 
Sir Tho, To look after fools eſtates, till they leave 
em nothing to look after. 
La. Villit. Short and pithy.—But why am I to be 
_ worried - I am not your ſteward ;—am I ?——Do you 
know that I am to have company to breakfaſt. 
Fetch, get my things ready to dreſs this inſtant. 
[Calls at the door. 
Sir Tho. Since the eompany and diſcourſe are diſa- 
| 1 to you, we'll talk farther upon this affair be- 


La. Willit. What is the wench ſtupid ? Fetch. 
No—let the diſagreeable crew be gone firſt. — And let 
me know when every thing is read. *' {Ext 

Sir Tho. Where ſhall one look for honeſty? 
Who hath it? =——— Or of what uſe is it to the 
owner ?———*Tis a reſtraint upon a man's fortune; 
*tis a curb upon opportunity, and makes either a 
public or private truſt worth nothing. What's its 
reward Poverty. Is it among the rich? No: 
for it never keeps company with avarice, luxury and 
extravagance.— Is it among the vulgar? No: for they 
Who can one truſt ?———I 


truſt my ſervant, I tempt him. If I truſt my friend, 
T loſe him. If I truſt my wife, for the quiet of the 
family, ſhe looks upon it as her duty to deceive me. ' 


*Tis then ourſelves who, by implicit truſt, : 
Tempt ſervants, friends, and wives to be unjuſt. 


ACT 


The DISTRESS'D WIFE. 


A c T I 


Lady Willit, Fetch. 


Lady Willit fitting at her toilet. 


Lady rr. 


LESS me!—How can any mortal be ſo aukward 
[Fetch combing her hair.]—Doft think I have no 
feeling? Am ] to be flea'd alive? —=Go——begone. 
geing.] Come hither. [returning Who do you 
think is to dreſs me ? Tell 'em Þ'l] have the tea- 
kettle ready this inſtant [| poing.] Is the wench diſ- 
tracted ?—What, am I to ſit all day long with my hair 
about my ears like a mermaid ? [returning.] Now 
I'll be ſworn for't, thou haſt not ſpoke tor the tea- 
water all this while, though I order'd it an hour ago. 
Fetch. Not by me, madam, ff 
La. Willit. So you tell me I lye that's all. [geing. 
— What is the blundering fool doing ?—Am 1 to be 
dreſs d to day or no? [returning]—Bid the porter bring 
me up the book of viſits —Why don't you go? gong! 
-—Muft I bid you do the ſame thing a thouſand times 
over and over again? I am to have no breakfaſt to 
2 5 I find you are determin'd upon. - | fops at the 
oor. | | ies 
Fetch. Your ladyſhip bid me call the porter. 5 
La. Villit. And where is he ?—Thou haſt not done 
any one thing that I have order'd thee all this day. 
going. — Bring me the lavender-drops. [returning.I—. 
o, I won't have any now—you know I hate em 
One would think the wench had learn'd from her maſ-: 
ter, and that J was born to be contradicted. - The, 
viſiting-book,. I ſuppoſe, is to be a ſecret; and I am 
the ll of the family who is to be truſted with it.. 
Go, get you out of my ſight, provoking ſlut. [ops 
at the door.] | | 
Fetch. Your ladyſhip hares one ſo— ſo— ſo, that you 
will not give one ti—ti—me—to do a hundred things 
at once, N 5 1 La. 


B 
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La. Villit. Don't ſtand there a pouting and blubber- 
ing. Is the creature grown a changeling ?—PFerch, 
Fetch, Fetch, — come hither, I ſay. Pag her voice 
every time ſhe calls. ]—Well, madam, now I ſpeak to you 
calmly. [Fetch returns. — Will you be ſo obliging as 


to deſire the porter to bring me the book of viſits, as ˖ 
ſoon as he and you ſhall think convenient. [ going. — i 
But firſt (d'ye hear me ?) ſreturns.] bring me the cellar " 
yonder. [brings the box.] What am I to drink out t 
of ?—A tea-cup, fool. 4 
- T hope your ladyſhip is well. [brings the tea- 5 
cuß | | 
La. Willit, Thou art fo intolerably ſtupid, there's 8 
no enduring thee. I have rav'd myſelf into the 
ſpleen, —hold, hold. [pours ſome cordial water into the Rf 
tea cup. 5 | 4 
Fetch. What fignifies that drop or two? Indeed, y 
. Madam, your ladyſhip ſhould take a little more. N 
La. Willit. There, there; enough. — One would th 
think, girl, thou hadſt a mind to fuddle me [drinks]— hi 
Zo, then you won't take it away again! W hat art *. 
thou pothering about? Fetch, how long is it ſince a 
we came to town ? | 
Fetch. The four months, madam, are out this 
week. | 
La. Willit. Well; methinks, it is but a day, an 15 
hour, a minute. — I am determin'd he ſhall not have 
bis will in ev'ry thing. I am not to be dangled about 
whenever and wherever his odious buſineſs calls him.— ta: 
Well. And where's the porter ? [Exit Fetch, lady | 
Willit riſes.] Sure, nothing can be more ſhocking | 6 
than knowing the day of one's death, except knowing 2 
the day one is to be buried in the country! There to * 
be ſtuck, and to bave a new ſuit every ſpring like a ol 
tree, for the benefit of the birds of the air and the N 
beaſts of the field; to be gaz d at every Sunday at f 
church by ploughmen and their cubs, and draw the per 
envy of their wives and daughters. pla 
; 4 


2 | Enter | Fei. 
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SY Enter Fetch and Fibber. 2 

La. Willit. Thou wilt always be a blundering fel- 
low, Fibber, | fit; aon. Give me the book then. 
| ſnatches the book out his hand and looks on it every 
now and then.] — Wilt thou never learn to know. any 
body ?; every creature is let in you ſhould keep out, 
and | am deny'd to every body you ſhould let in ——1 
ain not at home this morning—d'ye hear me ?—] mean 
to no odd-body ; to no formals—Pll ſee no-body what- 
ever, —To me viſits are now as troubleſome as to a 
man under ſentence. Hath your maſter, Fibber, given 
any orders about going into the country ? WEE 

Fibber. The ſervants, madam, talk of this week. 

La. Willit. Servants will always be talking imper- 
tinently.——1 deſire I may have no more. of your blun- 
ders.—You may go. [going. ]-— But ſtay ; {returns ] 
You know I always am at home to Mr. Pert. going. 
Now, Fetch, pray tell me ſincerely ; who do you think 
the prettieſt fellow of all my viſi tors? - Fibber.— Call 
him back, and bid him wait without. — [Fetch goes 
out and returns. ] Well, Why. don't you anſwer 
me? n „„. 

Fete D 50004 ld if AS eb 

La. Willit. Nay, Fetch, you fall tell me. © 

Fetch. Why, madam, I own, (if I muſt ſpeak truth) 
I think. Mr. Pert is a charming man 

La. Willis,. Now, Fetch, you ſay that to flatter me. 

Fetch.. Sure no creature alive was ever half fo enter» 
taining —*Tis a pity he is ſo given to whiſper.—— 

La. Willit. After all, a woman, as well as a miniſter, 
would loſe half her importance without her whiſper- 
ers They give one an air of conſequence at an aſ—- 
ſembly. Il know the women hate me for it, for it 
makes the men appear too particular, | 

Fetch. Now I love a man that ſpeaks. out. 

La. Villit. Well,—and what's the uſe. of 'aiwhbiſ- 
per Ihe fault of it, Fetch, is,. that it is often too 
Plain. TEEN en 
Fetch. Your ladyſhip ſhould not betray his whiſpers, 

La. Willit, How dare you ? I. won't ſuffer- you, 
Fetch, to be impertinent. 


But why is not the porter 
here? 


2% Te DISTRESS'DWIFE. 
here ?—Would'ſt thou have me call him! [Exit Fetch, 
and returns. For what was it I wanted him — oh 


ä Enter Fibber. 
If Mr. Forward calls, I think——Yes——You may 


But no one living creature beſides, [po- 
ing.] Hold—— Where is the ſtupid fellow going? 
[returns] And lord Courtlove too.— No- Tis 
no matter, —— But be ſure you let me know when he 
is with Miſs Sprightly. ons 

Fetch. Your !adyſhip hath forgot Mr. Flutter. 

La. Villit. The fellow could not be ſuch a block- 
head to deny me to him. You know he is always 
admitted. | | | 

Fibber. And if lady Frankair calls 

La. Villit. How canſt thou aſk ſuch a queſtion! 
Have not I ſent to her twice this morning ? If ſhe is 
not here in five minutes, order the footman to go again, 
Now you know my commands.——But, be ſure 
you let in no fuſties. [Exit Fibber.] How happy is 

that creature! Of all the women in the world I 
' envy lady Frankairr. | Ys 385 

Fetch. Why ſo, madam ? - 


let him in. 


La. Willit. She hath her will in every thing, be it 


ever ſo unreaſonable.——Then too, ſhe bath not (like 
moſt of our ſine ladies) loſt her reputation, I ſhould 
ſay gain'd a reputation for nothing. Beſides, who 
lives more elegantly ? Who dreſſes better? Who hath 
more command in her family ? Who plays deeper and 
handſomer? Who hath the credit of more intrigues, 
and hath really had em? Half of the women in town 
bave had nothing but the vanity of having loft their 
reputation. dure there was a time, when men and 
women had other pleaſures beſides vanity |! The 
flirting fellows now play at making love, as the chil- 
dren make believe goſſipings and chriſtenings. But, 
lady Frankair.; ſure, ſhe bath more wit and more real 
pleaſure!-——Wou'd I were that very individual wo- 
man! =: 5 
| _ - Fetch, But they ſay ſhe runs her huſband in debt 
moſt moni trouſly. FN 7 bs 
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La. Willit. And would'ſt thou really, Fetch, have a 
woman deny herſelf the uſe of her huſband's fortune? 
{ ſits down.) Thou talkeſt fo like my huſband, there's 
no bearing thee. I have an averſion to any body that 
is ſo intolerably wiſe.— Why doſt not thou talk to me 
too of oeconomy ? l am ſurfeited with that hideous 
word, Don't you know we have company to dinner, 
and that I am to be dreſs'd to-day ? Nay, prithee, 
wench, don't lay violent hands upon me.— 1 won't 


dreſs yet. See if the tea- things are ready. 


Enter Fibber. | 


Fibber. Lady Frankair, madam. 0 
La. Willit. Why did not you bid her come up, fool? 
[riſes] 5 wi . [Exit Fibber. 


Enter lady Frankair. 


La. Frank. Sure, child, you can never be ſo tame 
a domeſtic animal as to ſubmit to dwell with birds and 
beaſts! The town was built for rational creatures.— 
Pluck up the ſpirit of a woman of ſenſe, and be obfti- 
nate. | | 

La. Willit. How different is the ſtate of marriage! 
To you *tis a convenience, to me tis a bridle ; to you 
'tis liberty, to me *tis chains; to you 'tis a gallant, to 
me *tis only a clog, a dog in the manger, ——a huſ- 
band. ; 
La. Frank. All this is owing to your too eaſy com- 
plying temper. I dare ſay (as if he were another man) 
you now and then fit with him, converſe with him, 
and have been unguarded enough to have been con- 
vinced by him.—— Now that is what I can have no 
notion of. Tis ſuch as you, child, that make huſ- 
bands impertinent. But, after all, why in theſe vio- 
lent agonies / The employment, that I know will 
be offer'd him, #:u/? keep him in town. My brother 
Courtlowe tells me the thing is ſure.— But pray, how are 
he and Miſs $prighthy together at preſent?  _ 

La. Villit. ke were two ſuch unaccountable 
creatures !———The thing may ſeem incredible, yet *tis 
certain, the man abſolutely will not accept of an em- 
ployment, and the woman refuſes a title. In ſhort, 


np 
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my dear, there are a thouſand diſagreeable circumſtan- 


ces, that concur to make my cafe deſperate. 
La. Frank. Tis not, child, that he hath any objec- 


tions to an employment; 'tis the expectation, tis the dc 
delay, that hath diſguſted him. A promiſe hath diſ- th 
obliged many a country gentleman ; but the employ- m 
ment never fails to reconcile 'em again. ; C0 
La. Willit. But there are other things too. — Could * 
you imagine him ſtill ſo little acquainted with good ge 
breeding as to be jealous? There are creatures who Wh 
can never get the better of their natural ruſticity.— of 
Beſides, *tis evident, I am beſet with ſpies. He keeps tr) 
that aukward couſin of his in the houſe for nothing ſe 
_ elſe, who worries me with her company eternally ; 
and though ſhe leads the life of a dog, like a ſpaniel, Ba 
ſhe is the fonder of me for- her ill uſage. That girl, [ 
ſuſpect, hath been à devil to me. ab 
La. Frank. I really think her pretty; then too, ſhe un 
ſeems a harmleſs, good ſort of a creature: Idare ſwear ter 
ſhe is inoffenſive, that is to ſay, unobferving. m 
La. Willit. Hang her, I hate her, the 


La. Frank. But your buſineſs, my dear, at preſent is 
to gain time: you muſt contrive to defer the journey, 


or you are utterly loft. 

| bh Willit. What muſt be, muſt be. Tis merely loc 
poſſible the country may beagreeable to cows and aſſes; tea 
J hate meadows and trees. The country air for nu 
health ! —— Tis a lye.——Tis plague, peſtilence, and — 
death. 3 287 * 
La. Frank, Why can't you be ſick? | Ali 

La. Willit. To have the immediate ſentence of ba- rid 
niſhment by the preſcription of a phyſician. | 

La. Frank. But what think you of the = va- ful 
pours, fits? Never fear, child, the phyſicians will cor 


keep fuch patients in town for their own ſakes.— The 


ſpleen hath weaken' d many a huſband's authority; the leſs 
vapours have blown up many a dreadful reſolution ; LL 
and by well-tim'd fits I have known the moſt miſerable is f 
flaves of wives grow to abſolute dominion. = 
= Fe] | | ou 

log 
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[Fetch enters; the tea-table brought in.] 


La. Willit. Nay, I muſt and will try what can be 
done; for I had rather really die in town than live in 
the country; though IT hate paradiſe, *tis painted fo 
monſtrouſly like it. What is death, but leaving the 
company one likes ?—And is not one deprived of that 
in the country? Death is oblivion, *tis a ſtate of for- 
getfulneſs ; but there we live and hear of pleaſures that 
we are ever debarr'd from; and where's the difference 
of being buried in a church-yard, or an odious coun- 
try-houſe ? A reſtleſs, walking, dead thing, who is 
ſenſible the is dead, and feels herſelf buried! 

La. Frank. Only gain time, child, and you muſt 
gain your ends. | 

La. Willit. Twas the malicious penny-poſt letter, 
about me and Mr. Pert, that made him thus entirely 
untractable. | will get to the bottom of it, I am de- 
termin'd.—T know the girl hates me. Ferch, go call 
my couſin Jenny to me this inflant, [They fit down at 
the tea-table.] | [Exit Fetch, 


Enter Miſs Friendleſs, and Fetch. 


La. Willit. Heavens! How like a mawkin the thing 
looks! Whence came you now ?——From ſlopping of 
tea to be ſure?—Miſs Sprightly and you are always 
nuzling your heads together.—I will have no pouting 
—— don't ſtand biting your thumbs, but fit you down. 
—— Now, Jenny, don't deny it; for I know that gig- 
. gling flirt and you are always turning the family into 
ridicule, that you areoblig'd to. | 

Friendl. How can your ladythip think me ſo ungrate- 
ful !——Let me entreat you, madam, to have a little 
conſideration for me before company. | | 
f La. Frank. Are you for a cup of tea, Miſs Friend- 
eſs ? | | 
La. Willie. Don't trouble yourſelf, madam ; the girl 
is ſocramm'd already, that ſhe can't guzzle down a drop 
more. You, that are an obſerver in the family, with- 
out doubt, muſt know all things.— Will lord Court- 
love carry his point with Miſs Sprightly ?. Now I 
take Zack Forward to be her favourite. « 
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La. Frank. Miſs Friendleſs, your tea will be cold, 

La. Willit. Dear madam, do you mean to drown 
the girl ? I told you ſhe had breakfaſted already.—Bur, 
Jenny, why don't you anſwer me Don't be in 
your ſullens. | | 

Friendl. She truſts me with none of her ſecrets. 

La. Willit. How monſtrouſly this gir! will lye !— 
There. [She riſes and em 6. round, and then ſits 
down, Friendleſs remains ſtanding.] Turn about and 
ſhow yourſelf. 
is this creature fit to appear in civiliz'd company ? 

Friendl. How can you be ſo inhuman? I Going. 

La. Willit. Nay ; you ſhar't fiir. Now, Fenm, 
let me aſk you one queſtion, and know that I will have 
an anſwer. —How frightfully the girl ſtares 
What letter was that, which put fir Thomas in ſuch in- 
ſufferable il|l-bumour yeſterday ? Come, own it fairly. 
— Tw-was Miſs Sprightly ſet you upon it. That 
flirt would have a regiment of lovers. I bave long ob- 
ſerved ſhe hath an eye to Mr. Pert, and fhe thinks l 
prevent his coquetting it with her. Now is not 
this true, couſin Jen? | - 

Friendl. Your ladyſhip ſure is not in earneſt. 

La. Villit. Let me have a direct anſwer ; for know, 
I will be ſatisfied. . 

Friendl. Vou may believe me, madam. 

La. Willie. But I won't believe you.—— The thing 
ſhall be brought to _ — Now will I be hang'd if 
the hath not another letter in her pocket to carry on 
the ſame miſchief. Fetch, turn out the creature's 
pocket. I know I am your averſion. a 

Friendl. What a life am I born to! chamber-maids, 


kitchen-maids, ſcullions are to be envy d. I am tor- 


mented, like a boy's bird, merely for diverſion. 

La. Frank, Really, madam, you are now too ſevere. 
La. Willie. Nay, madam, that is my buſineſs — 
Fetch, do as I bid you, huffy. | 
Friendl. Ah! | 5 
La. Villit. Why does not the wench give it me? 
What a luggage is here Why doſt not thou carry 

a knap · ſack ? 3 


Now pray tell me, lady Frankhair, 


Friendl. 
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Friendl. I beg it of you._—— How can your ladyſhip 
expoſe one fo! | 
La. Willit. What have we here !—A tawdry purſe 
of her own work. Couldſt thou imagine this a thing 
that cou'd ever be of uſe in thy pocket Here; 
take your dirty trumpery. The top of a tooth-pick 
caſe, a bit of ſealing-wax, and a huſwife. There ; 
why don't you take your trolioping things as I give them 
you? A knotting-needle, a glaſs necklace, and a mo- 
ther of pearl ſnuff box. So, now I fee which way 


all my ſnuff goes. There——pick 'em up when I 
bid you. | 
Friendl, Tis not to be borne —— I will have my 
ket. 


La. PVillit. You will! How / ? Am] to be in- 
ſulted thus? Am I to be talk'd to in this manner ? 
——You will ! Fetch, keep the girl from me till I 
have done You ſhall find, madam, that I have the 
command in my own houſe. You grow ſo mon- 
ſtrouſly uneaſy, that I fancy the ſecret is not far off. — 
This broken-claſp pocket - book, may b worth peruſal ; 
and this letter too, may make ſome difcovery.- X 
There, take all your nafty litter; [ Flings her the pock- 
et. They riſe from the tea table.] it makes me ſick; 
there's no enduring it. — 7% Mrs. Elizabeth Pantry. 
Pray, how long hath this correſpondence been be- 
tween you and my houſekeeper ? 8 | 

Friendl. Your ladyſhip cannot be ſo ili-bred as to 
break open one's letters. | | 

La. Willit. That ſuch a creature ſhould talk of 
good-breeding ! [breaks open the letter.] Are you now 
convinced, lady Frankair, of the girl's impertinence ? 
— reads.) ** Mrs. Pantry, As 7 promiſed to give 
you intelligence of our leaving London, that you 
might get things in order, I can now tell you, that 
* I gueſs it will be the latter end of this week. Your 
friend and humble ſervant, Fane Friendleſs.” 
You are beaſt enough to be fond of the country, I 
find; and I am to be lugg'd thither to keep you com- 
pany.— But the pocket-book may be of more conſe- 
quence.— [reads] For ſeeing the play with Mrs. 
* Fetch, one ſhilling and ſixpence. Loſt at cribbage 
«6 to 
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to Mrs Fetch, twopence halfpenny. For ſeeing the 
* wax work in Fleet-ftreet, ſixpence. —— Nothing but 
a paultry account of her expences. But what have 
we here? read] A collection of the neweſt ex- 
preſſions in uſe among the fine gentlemen and ladies. 
What can'ſt thou mean by all this nonſenſe ? 
[reads.] © Huwving an affair with a lady. Being avell 
« with a lady. Expreſſions not fit for a modeſt pen 
« to explain. To follow a woman. That is, when 
« a man takes all occaſions to ſhew the town that he 
« follows her.” | 

Friendl. You tear me to pieces. Dear madam, have 
ſome mercv. | | ES 

La. Willit. [ Reads.) * A dangler. One that paſſes 


“his time with the ladies; who ſays nothing, does. 


« nothing, means nothing, and whom nothing is meant 
„ to. It puts one in mind of Mr. Flutter.” 
Fool |l—< 4 flirt. One who gives himſelf all the 
« airs of making love in public; that is of vaſt conſe- 
e quence. to himſelf, and to nobody beſides. Sone- 
« thing of Mr. Pert,“ ridiculous ſlut! [reads.] 
A fine man. — Juſt what | take Mr. Pert to be. 
« A man who knows little, and pretends to every 
« thing.” 
4 f. —that is; a fine dreſs'd man with little ſenſe 
« and a great deal of aſſurance. Mr. Forward is 
„ what one may call a pretty fellow. Fooliſh be- 
yond expreſſion ! & The man is married; — that 
« is, had an extravagant wife, is hen-peck'd and a 
„ cuckold, like [ looking on lady Frankair.] The 
girl is horridly ſcurrilous. « Fuſties, formals, and 
. d. bodies. That is, her own, and her huſband's 
t relations.”—-The only juſt remark thou haſt made! 
Here, take your impertinent book, get into your 
own room, and darn your tatter'd pinners. ſlattern. 
| [Exit Miſs Friendleſs. 
La. Frank; Suppoſing the girl innocent, your paſſion 
made you very provoking. 4 f 
La. Willit. I can't endure any thing ſo intolerably 
forward. Sure all the fine men have abandon'd me 


to-day ; they deſert me as rats do a falling houſe; my 
| ve 


horridly ignorant! [reads.] © A pretty | 
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have a preſentiment of my diſgrace, my ruin, my ba- 


niſhment. 


La. Frank. That is the point you are to guard 
againſt. Don't inſiſt upon too much; get but a re- 
_ prieve, and with my inſtructions you ſhall carry every 


thing you with, 

La. Willit, Now is that creature gone to grunt out 
her grievances to Miſs Sprightly. But ſhe ſhall not 
have that ſatisfaction. | 

La. Frank. Make her your ſingle view. On the 
ſucceſs of my brother Courtlowe's affairs, in ſhort, de- 
pends your happineſs or milery. IE | 

La. Willit. | know that malicious couſin of his, un- 
derhand oppoſes me in every thing. Let us break 


in upon their converſation. 


La. Frank. I am for working up the girl to the 
match. Reſpect keeps a man from hurrying on an 
affair, which may be the very thing a woman withes ; 


how upon ſuch an occaſion, 'tis incredible how much 


we women can do with one another. —Tis certain, 
my brother is extravagantly fond of her, for it is aot 
to be ſuppoſed but he might have as good offers. 

La. Willit. Your ladyſhip ſpeaks my very ſentiments. 
et us about it thts moment. JD 


La Frank. Man knows us not; we trifle with their art: 
Woman can only judge of woman's Heart. 


A HII. 
Lady Willit, Lady Frankair, Miſs Sprightly. 


SP REGHTLY. 


B after all, lady Frankair, the match would be 


5 ridiculous; you muſt think lord Courtlode too 
0 1 FI 


La. Frank. What can you mean, child? I am pro- 


poſing him for a huſband, and you are thinking of a 
lover. Now thoſe, in my opinion, require very diF- 


erent qualifications, - | 
La. Willit. 


IE 


than one. 
expect my lord ſhould live beneath his quality. 


petually flirting it with you. 
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La. Fillit. You ſhould conſider, niece, he is a man 
of quality. 


Spright. T ſhould conſider too, that many a woman 
' hath paid too dear for a title. 


La. Villit. But then his eſtate 
Spright. No doubt is ſufficient to keep more women 
No woman can be ſo unreaſonable, as to 


La. Willit. Beſides all this, his employment 
Spright. That is one of the ſtrongeſt temptations to 
a man to give up himſelf, I grant you; but women 


have other temptations that are more prevalent. 


La. Willit, What temptations but theſe can induce 
2 woman to marry ?—I always thought the girl wanted 
diſcretion ; but now, child, you have convinced me 
you know nothing of the world. | 

Spright. And you really would perſuade me to make 
myſelf an old child's rattle, one that will be every day 
more and more a child, one that can never grow to a 


man! Pardon me, madam, I had forgot he was 


your ladyſhip's brother! — but, however, you know 


that can't make him younger, and I ſpeak only of my 


lord's age. 


La Frank. Miſs Sprigbily hath ſo many lovers, that 
fe goth not care to determine on one for fear of loſing 
all the reſt. Now is not that the caſe, miſs? 
Believe me, child, after marriage all the reſt will dou- 
ble their application. : 

La. Willit. You have then ſo little conſideration for 
your own happineſs, that you would venture on a young 


fellow. Now, lady Frankair, is it not ſurprizing 


that girls can have fo little judgment ?——Suppoſe 
that Mr. Pert really was in earneſt. Nay, don't co- 
lour, niece, for I know he hath ſent you verſes. 
Sprigbt. What then ?——That is, not that he ad- 
mires me, but that I may admire him. That's but 
a pump, madam ; I know where his paſſion lies, though 
I think his moſt prevalent one is his own dear ſelf. 
La. Willit. Nay, now, child, you are piqued.— But 
perhaps I may be miſtaken, for Fack F orward is per- 


Spright. 
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Spright. Ever talking, and ever ſaying nothing. 
There is more entertainment in the chattering of a 
monkey, becauſe one may imagine that creature means 
ſomething, | | | 

La. Villit. Yet you ſeem to liſten, niece, to what 
| you now give yourſelf ſuch violent airs of deſpiſing.— 
— after all, Flutter is the man. 

Spright. I do ſeem to liſten, I grant you. — But 
does not your ladyſhip think there is a pleaſure in hear- 
ing fools expoſe themſelves ? Some women liſten for 
one reaſon, and ſome for another. 

La. Willit, Though every woman thinks ſhe hath it, 
'tis evident a true taſte for men is very uncommon. 
Look ye, niece, I have conſider'd your happineſs more 
than your inexperience can poſſibly conſider it; and I 
muſt own to you, that lord Court love hath had my con- 
ſent. ; 

La. Frank. All miſs Sprightly's objections ſeem to 
ariſe from her particular notions of that family conve- 
nience, a huſband. Look round, miſs, among the 
huſbands that you converſe with, and then tell me, by 
what you ſee, what 'tis you expect. | 

La. Willit. Tis morally impoſſible, child, you can 
think of love and a huſband together. You are pait 
ſixteen ; and *tis high time for you to have the views of 
2 reaſonable woman. 

La. Frank, Would you ſeek to put yourſelf in the 
power of one man, take a young huſband ; would you 
have many men in your own power, chooſe an old one. 

La. Willit. Are not a jointure and pin - money ſecu- 
nity for every huſband's good behaviour: | 

La. Frank, Are they not the pledges, the infurance 
of our liberty and independance ? 1 

La. Willit. What can a woman wiſh for more 
Is not every pleaſure included, child, in the having your 
own will ? | 
La. Frank. You ſeem to bave no notion of the real 
pleaſures of a woman. I am convinced, miſs, you 
read romances. 


La. Willit. Were you, like me, to loſe three parts 
of your life in a detellable country houſe, i:.:might be 
« frightful propoſal. 5 


La. Frank, 
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La. Frank. But to have for life the opportunity of by 
maſquerades, aſſemblies, operas, plays, park, and draw- ſhe « 
ing- rooms! = | | neſs 

- La. Willit. How can ſuch a woman be ever unhap- man 

et me die, girl, if I don't envy you. he K 

La. Frank. As lord Courtlowe is my brother, what- an a 


ever I ſay may be thought partial. 


7 


La. Willit. The flirting with young fellows is con- as th 


verſing with them in their own way; they mean no- to tr 
thing elſe ; but lordCourrlowe's addreſs is of the laſt con- Li 
ſequence. Now don't be ridiculous, child ; I hope you 97 


will think yourſelf obliged to me. 


But here he mart 


comes. Lord Courtlowe, your ſervant. with 

Enter lord Courtlove. 3 

Ld. Court. Ladies, your moſt humble ſervant. L 

Spright. No whiſpering, I beg you. 95 

Ld. Court. Though 'tis look'd upon as ill-manners, I wo 

it is always excuſable in a lover. | Le 

| Spright. Your lordſhip's propoſals are no ſecret; can c 
| and why ſhould we make believe love, when you are no pe 
only talking of marriage? Lady Frankair, and lady 95 
Willit, have been inſtructing me in the duty of a wife. lity a 
[ But are we really in earneſt about this affair, my L 
lord ?—— Nay I muft own they have ſet the thing in an affect 

agreeable light enough on one fide. But——'tis 95 

aſtoniſhing to me, how a man with ſo much wiſdom nity, 

about him, can take it into his head to marry ! gem 


My good aunt here tells me, ſhe hath promiſed for me; ver 01 


| perhaps, tis becauſe ſhe knows that no woman knows Ld 
S own mina, or in this caſe, can anſwer for herſelf. — vit, 
Take care, my lord, what you offer; ſhould I take yeu 95 
at your word, I know you are a man of honour, what. help, 


ever may be the conſequence. | : 
. Milli. I now, niece, for your ſake, will look Realh 


A upon the affair as concluded. way, 
La. Frank. There may be ſome things they would whate 
not chooſe to talk over before company. Ld, 


[Exeunt lady Willit and lady Frankair. anſwe 

Ld. Court. Lady Willit, madam, hath promiſed ſo pre 
that this day ſhe will deliver happineſs into my poſ- of pu 
ſeſſion. | RR, 
| Spright, 


— ————————_—— - 
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Spright. Ihen lady Willit, my lord, hath promis'd 
ſhe does not know what: for, as I take it, your happi- 
neſs will depend more upon me than her; and no wo- 
man knows what = wife ſhe ſhall make any more than 
he knows what ſhe ſhall be in t'other world; perhaps 
an angel, perhaps a fury.—Look ye, my lord, you may 
venture if you pleaſe z—all-I can promiſe is to be a wife 
as the world goes. Now you know what you have 
to truſt to. | 

Ld. Court. Could I but obtain your conſent. * 

Spright, What ſignifies my conſent ? After 
marriage I can act without your conſent, as you act 
without mine before. That's a moſt enormous 
perriwig, my lord; o' my conſcience, 'twould load an 
als, and cover head, ears and all. 

Ld. Court. You ramble from the queſtion, madam. 

Spright. Look ye, my lord, I tell you before-hand, 
I won't be grave; it is fo like dullneſs, I hate it. 

Ld. Court. If candour, benevolence, and affability 
can cement affections, our mutual happineſs will know 
no period. = 

Sþright, And are candour, benevolence, and affabi- 
lity all that I am to expect? | | 

Ld. Court, Inclufive of the juſt duties of conjugal 
affeQtion. - 

Spright. Your lordfhip ſpeaks with ſo much folem- 
nity, and ſo much deliberation, that your thoughts 
ſeem to be run away, and your words, I fear, will ne- 
yer overtake 'em. | 

Ld. Court. While I feel the ſatyrical ſtrokes of your 
wit, I admire it. | 

dprigbt. J am glad you like it, for tis what I can't 
help, and you muſt expect. An owl! an aſs! 
dure all grave animals are ridiculous but man. 
Really, my lord, whenever I ſee you in this ſolemn wiſe 
way, I ſhall think of a grave animal ; and I muſt laugh, 
whatever be the conſequence. | 4 

Ld. Court. Shall I never have the favour of a ſerious 
anſwer? How can I leave my heart in ſo undetermin'd, 
ſo precarious a ſtate ! This, madam, is a day 
of public importance too; and I think it hard, that 
the care of kingdoms ſhould call me from what I value 
more 
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more. Though it is a particular miniſterial point, 
and J have given my word and honour; if poſſible, l 
will get my attendance diſpenſed withal. Think, ma- 
dam, how I ſhall ſuffer with impatience.  [Exiz. 


Enter Forward. 


 Forw. What, in the name of love, can you mean, 
madam ? Marriage would infallibly turn the jeſt upon 
yourſelf: The whole town have given you to lord 
Courtlove. To make a man fo perfectly happy, without 
the leaſt proſpect of a return, is the utmoſt pitch of 
. generoſity. Now I (who know the men you have in 
your power) have a better opinion of your judgment, 
—— Think of the conſequence of fuck an huſband, 
To wed, to ſleep; —no more! | 
Sprigbt. Am I to be terrified with Shakeſpear ? Let 


Shakeſpear then thus anſwer you. 


& Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange women ſhould fear; 
« Since marriage is a neceſſary ill, 5 

« And will come when it will come. 


Why, Forward, you have not the leaſt idea of love; 
who can mention that and judgment together. Love 
and judgment! they are things, Forward, that are in- 
compatible. | 

Forw. Only think on ne, madam.— Ton are witneſs 
of my love , and no creaturealive can diſpute my judg- 
ment. 3 

Spright. Yes, I diſpute it; or why this contempti- 
ble opinion of me? For I am not that credulous fooliſh 
thing, to imagine you ever meant to marry me.—All 
the fine ladies in town would tear my eyes out.— Lou 

belong to the ſex, and twould be inhuman to rob em 

of ſo innocent an amuſement. 

Forw. Innocent !—That ſuch a charge ſhould ever 
light upon me !—Wou'd (for ſome lady's quiet, who 
ſhall be nameleſs) that all huſbands were of your opi- 
nion. Vet, perhaps, I may have this infamous cha- 
racer, and it may be owing to my ſecreſy and diſcre- 
tion. 


Sprigbt. 


4 
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$pright. Suppoſe, now, I ſhould pin you down to 
your propoſal.-—Poor lady Frankair / | 

Forw, The town is malicious.—Gallantry, nothing 
but gallantry. 5 

Spright. But lady Rampant. | 

Forw, Importunate, filly woman! J have left her 
off theſe three weeks. | 

| Spright. The widow Buxom too. 

Foro. Sure the women themſelves muſt have a va- 
nity 1n —_ it Where the devil got you your intel- 
ligence | „ | 

gbr. And the forlorn, diſconſolate, Mrs. Clackit. 
Foro. Defend me from her! She is of ſo for- 
ward a conſtitution, that her reputation was ſing'd at 
, fifteen. Was the girl ever ſuch an ideot to think I 
meant to marry her? 

Spright. I am not that ideot, Forward. Some 
women are to be. ruin'd one way, and fome another ; 
but tis not every woman's good fortune to be ruin'd by 
marriage. How can your fine women be ſo uncon- 
ſcionable.! -— Nay, there's my aunt too, lady Villit, 
would never forgive me. — I know this viſit was 
meant to her; ſo I ſhall not have the vanity to take it 
to myſelf. | 
For. You know, mils Sprightly, where ſhe is par- 
ticulatly; but I take it to be more owing to Fetch's in- 
ſinuation than her inclinations ; for that Pert is a moſt 
egregious coxcomb; he hath juſt capacity enough to 
corrupt a chamber-maid. 77 


1 Spright. You are now, Forward, giving proofs of 
h your ſecreſy and diſcretion ; for you know 'tis not ſafe 
i to truſt one of the family. 3 
_  Foxw. No, faith, madam, I am in earneſt, Not 
6 that I think his ſucceſs fo ſure neither.—Por by this 
time (for ſome reaſons I know) I believe fir Thomas 
cer ſmoaks their intimacy. "= IM 
ho Spright. For fome reaſons ! | 
pi- Fora, I mean, madam, the affair is grown ſo very 
ba- public. ——But what's all this to the purpoſe ? I come, 
re- madam, to fave you. Only imagine yourſelf mar- 
ned to your old fellow. He may be jealous ; he uf 
bt | i for huſbands will every now and then 
o.. III. < 


be 
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= thruſting themſelves into their wives parties of plea- 
ſure. nfs | 


man's reſolution gets the better of them all. ——Noy, 
 Fack Forward, don't take this to yourſeif.—Between 
one fool's vanity, and another's reſentment, a woman's 
reputation is in prodigious ſafe hands among you fine 
gentlemen. 8 
Forw. What do you mean, madam? ; | 

Syprigbt. Did not you ſay juſt now that Pert was a 
coxcomb? *Tis plain you converſe with the ladies, for 
the fineſt woman alive could not treat a friend more ta- 
miliarly.——But ſhould my aunt ſurpriſe us together, 
her jealous temper would conclude I don't know what 
280 Mr. Forward your ſervant. Exit. 


| Enter Fetch, Flutter, Pert. | 
Fetch. My lady, fir, is in the utmoſt confuſion,” that 
any buſineſs ſhould make you wait; in two or three 
minutes ſhe'l] be at liberty. Now, don't go, Mir. 
Forward, I know the'll take it mortally ill.— Mr. Flut- 
ter, your ſervant. Mr. Pert !——1I =:uft own I am 
always glad to fee you, though I bluſh to tell you ſo.— 
Were not you very impudent laſt night ?—How could 
you have the aſſurance to make me ſuch a propoſal ?— 
| _ then, how can I have the aſſutance to remember 
it e ttt 4 14 
Forw. You muſt always be particular. Why may 
not A too ſhare the pleaſure of Mrs. Fetch's converſa- 
£z0n 
Fetch, You muſt excuſe me, gentlemen, for 1 dare 
not ftay My lady will be with you — 
5 e 
Flutter. Moſt certainly ſhe muſt be at prayers; for 
that is the only thing the fine women are now aſhams 
to do before us. | Son 3 
Pert. Perhaps ſhe is with her huſband, and would 
not chooſe to appear ridiculous, by being caught in ſuch 
diſagreeable company. 
Flutter. Let me die, if I don't think Jack Forward 
is well with more women than any one man in E __ 
| N er 


Spright. Theſe are terrors we muſt riſque ; but wo- 
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Pert. Only mention him, and they cry, that For- 
ward is ſo eaſy, ſo good-natur'd. 

Flutter. Good-nature is another name for flattery, 
'tis upon that ſcore the women are ſo fond of it. 

Pert. But is your viſit, Forward, to lady Willit or 
miſs Sprightly ? 

Flutter, How can you, Jack, be ſo inhuman, as 
not to reſcue the girl out of the paws of that old ba- 
boon ? K | 

Forw. You muſt always take a woman in her own 
way.—She hath her ſcruples about marriage; and I 
had always (though ſhe was a fair hit) too much good- 
nature to ruin her. | 

Flutter. V1 lay you fifty guineas there is one in the 
company that ſtill might have her. | | 

Pert. You might have ſaid three, and had a ſure bet 
on't, —One does not care to ſhock the girl, —Let me 
die, if I have not been forced to turn the diſcourſe, to 
prevent her propoſing it. | | 

Forw. I dare ſwear ſhe hath aſk'd Flutter. 

Flutter. Never directly, as I hope to be fav'd. 

1 Adjuſting himſelf at the glaſs. 
2 Pert. Let her marry.— That is not our affair; a 
Id huſband is a ſtalking horſe, that makes the game the 


TY G2 my W 


= _ ; | 

* Forw. That Flutter bath ſo much vanity, and ſuch a 
ſock of aſſurance! q | 

ay Pert. And what accompliſhments are more ſucceſs- 

4. fol? His vanity takes with the women, as they are fond 
of what is like themſelves. _ | | x 

* Ferw. And without aſſurance they find a man good 

; for nothing, : : 

- Pert. The fellow is a fool; but what then? a fool 


24 with a woman may have his merits. | 
Forw. What, in contemplation ! 


W Pert. Why, Flutter, you ſeem as if you were think- 
ing : | 
* Flutter. T hate that Forward. Wherever he is 
1 aamitted he makes others appear as inſignificant as 
himſelf. You know him to be a conceited 


5 O 2 Pert. 
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Pert. But we muſt bear him; for whoever follow: | 
ms line women mult take up with the company they 
eep. . 
Fluit. Why fo diſconſolate, Forward ? never deſ- 


pair upon miſs Syrigbthy's account. = | 
Pert. Let lord Courthwe bave her. We ſhall 

have her flirting about, and taking all the liberties of a 7 

wife in a fortnight. Pert at the looking plaſs, n 


Forw. I am fick of that Pert. The ſellow fol- y 
lows me every where like a ſhadow, and is of no more 
conſequence. OD 
: Flutt. Then too he hath invention equal to his va- 
nity. | 
Forw. The puppy muſt think we have the faith of 
prudes, who are ready to believe all ſcandal for the ſake 
of telling it again. 


Enter Sir Thomas Willit. 
Sir 750. Gentlemen, your ſervant. —My wife is 2 
little indiſpos'd, and begs to be excus'd this morning, 
— ! have buſineſs, and you muſt pardon me. 
5 8 [ Exit, 
| Pert. Whoſoever makes love to the wife muſt ſome- 
times bear the huſband's impertinence. 
Forw. Let me die, if I don't pity the poor woman 
who muſt bear both his and her huſband's too. { To Flut.] 
2 [Exeunt Forward and Flutter, 
| [Fetch enters and twitches Pert by the ſleeve. 
1 Fetch, Never was any thing ſo unlucky! O dear Mr. 
| Pert. What is it that we have done? 
| | Pert. Nothing yet, my dear girl: and you cannot 
blame me. | 
Fetch, There's no enduring you. How can you be 
fo impudent? Now don't look upon my calling you 
back as an encouragement ; for if you are fo provoking- 
ly rude again, let me die if I don't tear your eyes out. 
Pert. Would you have me love you, and not tell you 
ſo? Nay, pr'ythee child. — What is the 
meaning of theſe airs ? 
Fetch, Let go my hand, you devil. I won't be 
pull'd and haul'd. Why am ] to be talk'd to in 


this audacious manner ?- -What do you take me 
jar ? Pert. 


—— — — 2 7 


The DISTRESS'D WIFE, 293 

Pert. You ſhall not go, child. I will know what 
hath happen'd. 

Fetch. Don't be rude then. — The minute you 
grow uncivil, depend upon it I'll leave you. 

Pert. Tis in vain, child; I will have it fo. You 
ſhall ſit down by me. | | 

Fetch. I tell you I won't. Should I be caught 
(fits down) in this familiar way, what is there people 
might not think of me ?—— And ſo you muſt know, 
you have made a moſt dreadful quarrel in the famiſy.— 
That impudent letter you ſent to diſfunde ine from ga- 
ing into the country, fet me in fuch a fiutter, that in 
the hurry and confuſion I only burnt the cover, and fir 
Thomas found the letter; and his jealouſy imagines it 
was ſent to his wife. Now you know, be the conſe- 
quences never fo terrible, I dare not tell the truth, and 
take it upon myſelf. We may ſet out for the coun- 
try to night for ought I know, — Every thing hath 
that appearance. | - | 

Pert. Well, my dear, what's all this to us f—Now 
is your time to reſolve then:. : 

Fetch. What! to be a whore ! [Rijes.] T ain not 
that credulous fool you take me for. _ 

Pert. You miſtake the thing, child. J have more 
regard for your reputation, and I never-propos'd but to 
keep you. 

Fetch, Keep me! impertinence. | 

Pert. Why not ? Marriage of late is grown to that 


prodigious expence, that few eftates can ſupport it.— 


Pr'ythee, child, how do you think that young gentlewo- ' 
men of ſmall fortunes diſpoſe of themſelves ? "Tis 
become quite reputable. You ſee 'em admitted every 
here. Then where can lie your objeQion ? 


' Fetch, T wonder how I can have the impudence to 


liſten to you. 

Pert. Only look upon that paper. 

Fetch. I look upon your odious papers ? 

Pert. A hundred, and for life. | 

Fetch. I tell you J won't be ruin'd. 

Pert. Tis a ſettlement, child. Do not all women, 
even in marriage, look upon that as the moſt material 
pait of the ceremony. | 

O 3 N Fetch. 


— 
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Fetch, So you wont be anſwer'd ! . 
Pert. Let us fign and ſeal. | 
Fetch. Let me die if ever ] ſee your face again 
Pert. A hundred, and for life. 
Fetch. A whore! faugh—Becauſe you are a pretty 
man, you think you may ſay any thing. Let me go. \ 


Pert. For life! look upon it, read it 
| Fetch. Inſinuating monſter! you know I like you, and 
that makes you give yourſelf theſe liberties. I tell 


you again, I won't. What would you have me ſay 0 
to you? | Fe 

Pert. Vou are determin'd then, like your lady, to loſe C: 
your life in the country, in marriage and penitence. A, 


Fetch. If any man could prevail——But what am! 
ſaying ?—T won't. Dear Mr. Pert, don't inſiſt upon 


it. ] wor't. My reputation! 4 

Pert. What doſt thou mean, child, by reputation? a 

Why ſhould you frighten yourſelf with ſuch unfaſhion- y 

able ſcruples ? If you were a wiſe, you could not = 

be fo ungenteel as once to think of it; and 'tis really 1 

5lly to make thoſe diſtinctions between before marriage 

and after. | | Wy | 

l Iam afraid to truſt my words with my thoughts. | 

— +—Tuont know what to ſay. | | + 
Pert. You will then. 

Fetch. Sure the only ſecurity of any woman's virtue he 

is to keep it out of temptation! | [ Sigbs. Y 

Pert. Well then; my dear, the affair is fix c. br 

Fetch. J was not ſo impudent to conſent, was 17—1 ? | 

1 have not given my word, Mr. Pert.— But if you are te- 2 

ſolv'd to ruin me. My lady rings, and I muſt leave you bin 

q this moment —— N:y dear, dear Mr. Pert, I won't be W. 

| kiſs'd.— But am I to take that paper with me? * 

| Pert. Hold, child, things of this nature like mar- for 

f riage muſt be done in form. Every thing ſhall be ready an 

when next we meet — Think my dear what I have ſaved of 

| you from, — — Had you gone into the country with a 

| theſe ſcruples about you, you muſt have dy'd a maid, 3 

or at leaſt have been married. How many married a 

women will now envy you! | = Ek 

| How ſweet, though ſhort, would be the nuptial life ! 


9 If ' twas no longer love, no longer wife. 


ACT 


The DIL. STRESS D WIFE. 
Lady Willit, Fetch. 


Lady W1LLELT. 


ELI! And what is become of all the men? 
| Did not I charge you not to let *em ge? 
Fetch. Sir Thomas, madam. —— 

La. Willit. Sir Thomas ! always Sir Thomas II have 
fo much of him, that I am ſick of the very name. 
For heaven's ſake, talk of ſomething more agreeable.— 
Can I never have any one thing done that J order? 
Are they gone, I aſk you? 

Fetch. Your huſband then, madam 
La. Villit. Huſband ! hideous! How can the 
wench be fo vulgar ! huſband! — Didſt thou ever hear 
that word even in mix'd converſation that was common- 
ly well-bred; for who can tell but there may be marri- 
ed women in company? To my face too What have 
done to be mortified in this brutal manner * 

Fetch. Your ladyſhip aſk'd me a queſtion,.—— 

La. Willit. And why don't you anſwer me? 12 

Fetch. Sir Thomas then, madam, told em you were 


indiſpos'd, and defir'd to be excuss de. 
La. Willit. A ſavage l- Lou could have told him 
he ly d.— . | | | ; 
Fetch. There are familiarities that might become 
your ladyſh ip. — 1 1 
La. Willit Impertinence! don't talk to me. It kills 
me to think of his behaviour. — Pm ſick to death of 
him.—[Flings herſelf on the couch.) The falts ———— 
Where are they ?—Where have you miſlaid the bottle, 
monſter ?-—— What is the blund'ring fool looking 
for ?—I know you faw ] had it in my hand, and thou 
would'ſt not have the huwanity all this while to tell me 
of it, —So you won't then give me that play-book 
when I bid you !—T1 read, and try to forget him. | 
Fetch. Your ladyſhip changes your mind fo often, 
_ tis impoſſible for any ſervant alive to keep pace 
with it. | 
La. Willit. You will talk then! 
"I | O4 - Fetch, 
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Fetch. When one does all one can to pleaſe you. 
La. Willit. Hold your tongue, I fay, and don't pro- 
voke me.— hate this filly traſh. — | 


| [ 2:4 away the bh, 
Enter Fibber. 


—& 


La. Willit, What does this fellow want? How dar'd 
you come into the room without being ſent for? 
Where's the blockhead going ?—Well, what haſt thou 
to ſay to me now? | | 

Fib. Miſs Clackit preſents her humble ſervice to 
your ladyſhip, and hopes that you have not forgot that 
ſhe is to go to the opera with your ladyſhip at night.— 
She'll call upon your ladyſhip at half an bour after five. 
Ls. Willie. Say that I'm out of order; that I ſee no 
company ;—Say any thing.— Now, can that brute ever 
make me amends for the loſs of an opera ? 

Fib. Mrs. Buxom, madam, ſent word, that ſhe hath 
ſecur'd a box for the new play next week, and that there 
will be room for your ladyſhip, lady Frankair, and mils 
Sprightly. | | | 

La. Willit. What will become of me! I muſt and 
will keep my engagements - Why did- I ever know 
there was ſuch a place as London? Was there no- 
body beſides? „ VVV 

Ez. Lady Rampant depends upon your ladyſkip to 
make up her quadrille party after the opera. 

La. Villit. Tis intolerable, that one muſt ſet every 
agreeable thing aſide for the impertinent buſineſs of a 


buſband. —You may go0.—But haſt thou any thing elſe 


to ſay to me ? | : 

Fib. Only the man leſt the maſquerade tickets for 
your ladyſhip— Here they are, madam, | 

La. Willit. Blockhead ! fool! [ Tears them to pieces. 
But why, I pray, were not theſe meſſages deliver'd me 
as they were ſent ? Phot 

Fib. Your ladyſhip was with fir Thomas ;- and I had 
his poſitive orders to the contrary. 

La. Willit. Get you out of my ſight.— How dar'd 
you to think of obeying him in any thing that related 


to me ? [Exit Fibber.] This couſin of bis is a mot by- 
| pocritical 
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pocritical jade—T muſt and will unravel this affair,— 
Call her to me then.- [Exit Fetch, and returns with 
Friendleſs.] But now I think on't VII ſtay till 1 have 
ſeen lady Frankair.---Have you any buſineſs with me, 
madam ? 4 

Friendl. Did not your ladyſhip ſend for me ? 

Ta. Willit. I fend for you !—Don't flatter thyſelf; 
girl, Jam not in ſuch miſerable diſtreſs for company. 
You may go again. [Exit Friendleſs. 

La. Willit. How could you be ſuch a blundering 
creature ?—Did not I bid you call Miſs Sprightly ? 
| ö [ Going. 

Fetch. Really, madam, you conſound me. [Returns. 
La. Willit. 1 won't be ſpoke to.—Where are you 
going? [Going.] I won't ſee her now; Pre chang'd 
my mind. | | 

Fetch. If it be not an unreaſonable requeſt from +. 
ſervant, I could wiſh your ladyſhip would know you: 
own mind before you ſpeak; — Twould ſave you « 
great many words, and me a great deal of trouble. | 

La. Willit. I tell you, Fetch, I won't bear your inſo- 
lence.— Go, ſee who *tis that knocks.—If *tis lady 
Frankair, that blundering fool of a porter may deny me. 
I'll call when I want you. -._ -  [&xnit Few 


| Enter Lady Frankair. 
La, Willit. If J had done any thing to make him jea- 


lous, it wou'd not vex me. | 

La. Frank. Hath he till the uſe of his reaſon ? ſure 
ve muſt be more than man, or you leſs than woman! 
What, let a man that loves you have his own way! 
low can you anſwer it to the ſex ? 

* Willit. The creature fancies too he hath buſi- 
neſs. | | 

La. Frank, And fancies you have pleaſure. Why 
cannot each of you follow your own amuſement ? 
Did ever any man but a huſband talk to a woman about 


buſineſs one would imagine they did not know 
what we were made for. = 

| | Enter Fibber, | | 

Fib. Lord Courtlove, madam, " [Ea - 


O 5 Enter 
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| Enter Lord Courtlove. 


La. Wilt, Is the affair ſettled ? you muſt pardon 
me, my lord; for I am very impatient. 

Ld. Court. The promiſe is renew'd, but the place is 
gone. What is a promiſe ?——A civility, and nothing 
more ; and yet greedy neceſſitous fools will depend up- 
on it ; they will flatter, they will lye, they will betray 
for it; they will run in debt upon it; they take it too 
as current coin, and, till their creditors fall upon em, 
they never find the miſtake. Excuſe me, ladies, for 
1 have loſt all teinper. | | 

La. Villit Then I am wretched. 

Ea. Frank. You are a loſt woman if you truſt your- 
ſelf in the country with him We muſt defer it. 

La. Willit. But how, how! that's the queſtion, my 
dear lady Frankair. 

La. Frank. Miſs Sprightly muſt have my brother. 
Nay, child, we muſt ſome way or other bring it 
about.. _ | 

La. Willit. Wou'd I cou'd marry him! 


La. Frank. I hope fir Thomas hath never ſeen you | 


in this tame governable way.———Shou'd he imagine you 
had ſo much condeſcenſion in your conſtitution, there 
is no huſband alive but wou'd take the advantage of it. 
How many of em have I known ſpoil'd to all in- 
tents and purpoſes by cur compliance to what they 
call reaſonable things ! Now I can have no notion 
that a huſband can propoſe a reaſonable thing. 

La. Willit. I am ſorry your ladyſhip hath ſo mean 
an opinion of my underſtanding.—Sir Thomas may give 
himſelf what airs he pleaſes, but upon this head I have 
nothing to aceuſe myſelf. | 

La. Frank. Support the dignity of your character 
now or never, Though you are his wife, determine 
to be always your own woman. | 

La Willit. But who. can hinder the creature from 
thruſting his advice upon one? Had I ever taken it, 
] ſhould not wonder at him.—But, dear lady Frankair, 

cin you think of any ſcheme to ſave me, for I hate to 
be obſlinate when there is no occaſion for it? 


La. Franks 
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La. Frank. Keep your temper, child; your caſe is 
not yet deſperate. Now wou'd not any one ſwear 
that man was really unhappy ? So diſconſolate, fo. 
fighing, and all for the loſs of a woman! Had he 
been a year or two married, he would have learnt to 
have borne a loſs of this kind with more philoſophical 
reſi gnation Brother, nay prithee, brother, is it the 
ill uſage of friends, or of your miſtreſs that touches 

ou? 
: Id. Court. is not that I am ſo unexperienc'd i in- 
public buſineſs, as to expect that every promiſe ſhould. 
be comply'd with; but tis hard, ſiſter, that one of my 
conſequence ſhou'd be treated like a common country 
gentleman. _ 

La. Frank. Have you not. told me, child, that. Mr. 
Barter influences your huſband in every thing I— We 
muſt make that man our friend. 

La. Willit. Never think of it,———Had it not been 
for that meddling fool, mine had never once thought of 
his debts, nor the family been in this confuſion. 

La. Frank. Yet there may be ways of n him. 

La. Willit. You don't know him. | 

La. Frank, Pardon me, madam. 

La. Willit, Tis impollible.. 

La. Frank. Have not you obſerv'd, that he and [ of. | 
late are very well together? He makes up to we 
upon allioccaſions. We only aſk. him, child, to ſpeak. 
and act contrary to his opinion; trifles- that, my bro- 
ther knows, are every day got the better of in things 
of greater conſequence, —W hat. offers hath he refus'd ? 
hath he ever been rightly apply'd to? 

La. Villit. But then that curſed devil of a girl * 
Friendleſs, is fo ſet againſt me. 

La. Frank. Now I. really don” t think the girl, in com- 
mon juſtice to herſelf, ſhould part with her intereſt in 
miſs &rightly. for nothing.—My brother ought to have 
offer'd her ſome ſort of civility. As the intereſt with 
our friends is a ſaleable commodity, pray, why ſhould 
not ſhe make the beſt of it too? 

Ld. Court, Without doubt it hath been a ſhameful 


omiſſion, 
I Willit. 


< 
_— 
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La. Willit. Now is it not aſtoniſhing, madam, that 
that hideous girl ſhould ever be of conſequence enough 
to he brib'd ? —* Tis ridiculous. 

Id. Court. That, madam, ſhall be my affair. 

La. Frank. You are now, my dear, in the right way. 

La. Villit. What a ling'ring death have you fay'd 

-me from! Fetch, tell my couſin Fenny to come to me 
immediately Lady Frankair and l, my lord, will 
leave you to manage that aukward creature - Twou'd 
make one mad to think that ſuch a wretch ſhould thrive 
upon my diſtreſſes. | 


Enter Miſs Friendleſs. 


La. Frank, Don't you think the girl prodigiouſſy gen- 
teel to-day ?—Come hither, child. — I never faw a head 


more becoming. This is a mighty pretty filk, miſs 


Friendleſs ; the ſleeve too is fo eaſy.— Was this apron, 

child, of your own work ? 1 
Friendl. Your lady ſhip's civility 18 ſo like flattery, 

that it puts me in confuſion.— I am ſo unacquainted 


with both of 'em, that 'tis hard for me to diſtinguiſh 


one from t'other. | i 
La. Willit. Now wou'd any body imagine by that 
creature's looks, that ſhe had fo much miſchief and 
malice within her ? [To lady Frankair. 
Ld, Court. The diſtinctions mifs Sprightly ſhews you, 
are to me indiſputable proofs of your merit. 


| | [To Friendleſs, 

La. Frank. I differ with you, madam : Miſs 
Sprightly, in my opinion, does net want ſenſe. 

| [7 lady Willit. 

La. Willit. And yet ſhe ſeems to think love the moſt 

reaſonable motive to marriage —Now is that like a 

woman of common underſtanding ?—The girl is unac- 


countable. 2 
La. Frank. Our laſt converſation muſt have had ſome 
effect upon her. : : 
La. Hillit. Is miſs Sprightly, coufin Jenny, in her 
dn room? 5 : 5 
Friendl. ] left her there, madam. 
La. WVillit. Let us ſet upon her once again: ſhe is 


the only woman I ever knew that another woman could 
not 
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not find out; though we are ſuch riddles to men, we 
are not ſuch myſterious things to one another. 1 
leave you, couſin Jenny, to entertain lord Courthowe. 

= [Exeunt lady Willit, and lady Frankair. 

Ld. Court, Thoſe eyes! were not my keart already 
engag'd, I muſt have lov'd now. 

Friendl. I am unus'd to flattery, my lord; *tis 
thrown away upon me, for I have not yet learnt that 
eaſy happ faith, to join with every flatterer in flatter- 
ing myſelf, 

Ld. Court. That modeſty, madam, is too ſevere, 
which takes offence at truth. You cannot be a 
ſtranger to my paſſion, who enjoy the intimacies of a 
converſation, which (though you deſerve) | always en- 
vy. Were your friendſhip to ſecond my addrefs to 
miſs Sprightly, it could not poſſibly fail of ſucceſs, 

Friendl. Your lordſhip's ear perhaps is as little ac- 
quainted with truth as mine is with flattery ; ſo that to 
one of your rank I cannot be ſo 1ll-bred, to ſpeak it 
without permiſſion. Pardon me, then, my lord, if 
I am not of your opinion, : 5 

Ld. Court. Ik now you copld do it, miſs Jenny. 

Friendl. I ſhould deceivg your lordſhip, if I did not 
diſſuade you from this purſuit. | 

Ld. Court. Would ſhe but let me know her objec» 
tions. | 

Fri-ndl. As in this caſe they generally depend upon 
fancy and caprice, a woman etther can't give 'em, or 
won't give em. 

Ld. Court. I know, mils, you have good- nature; I 
know too the credit you have with her. Might J hope 
for your good offices, you thould not find ine ungrate- 
ful. 8 
Friendl. What do you mean, my lord? 

Ld. Court. Mean, madam ! I ſaid I would not 
be ungrateſul. h 

Friendl. Have I ever call'd your gratitude in queſti- 
on, my lord? | 

Ld. Court. I thought the courtly phraſe of tranſact- 
ing buſineſs had been better underſtood. 
Friendl. But why are you ſo myſterious ? 


Ld. Courte 


302 The DISTRESS'D WIFE. 

Ld. Court. I mean then, madam, (you muſt pardon. + 
me) that the thing ſhall turn out to your own intereſt 
too. | | | 

. Friendl. To my intereſt ! 5 | 

Ld. Court. A thouſand guineas,. or à diamond ring 
cf that value. TONE | 

Friendl. For what? Jo ſell my friend? were 
I a man you wou'd not have had the courage to have of- 
fer'd me this affront. | 
Id. Court. Excuſe me, madam ; *tis an affront that, 
men of the greateſt diſi inction pocket up without the 
leaſt ſcruple. 

Friend]. Is it becauſe want fortune you preſume to 
uſe me thus ? Which of us two thinks the other 
the moſt contemptible? | 

Ld. Court. The preſent is not ſo inconſiderable, but 
the richeſt perſon might have accepted it 

Friendl. A man who-wou'd bribe me to be his friend 
(by racitly calling me a knave) very juſtly makes me his 
enemy. Could I ferve you, were | inclin'd to ſerve 
you, my konour would now forbid me. 


— 


Enter Fetch. — 


Fetch. My lady, and lady Frankair are in the drau- 
ing-room, and deſire your lordſhip's company imme- 
diately. | 

Ld. Court. hope, miſs, you will think more fa- 
vourably of me, and not miſinterpret a civility. ¶ Exit. 

Friendl. Is miſs Sprightly alone, Mrs. Fetch? 

Fetch. My lady bid me charge you not to ſtir from 
this room till ſhe ſent for you.—You had beſt not pro- 
voke her; for miſs yonder, hath put her molt horridly . 
out of humour. | | 

Enter Miſs Sprightly.. 

Spright. I have left my aunt like a woman diſtract- 
ed: ſhe thinks me very unreaſonable that I: won't be 
married for her conveniency ; now I think a woman 
runs a ſufficient riſque who marries for her own. 

Friendl: Your lover hath been juſt now offering me 
proofs of his goed opinion of you, and his id opinion of 


me; for he would have brib'd handſomely for you. 
| Spright. 
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Spright. I am ſure, child, he muſt hold thy parts in 
prodigious contempt ;!>——*Tis the great commerce of 
the world: for a man of rank or figure is above felling 
any thing— but bis friend, —ot himſelf. 
Friendl. How can you divert yourſelf by being wor- 
ried every day of your life? Have you put an end 
to it at laſt by a peremptory anſwer ? | 
Sprigbt. My uncle, I find, holds his reſolution of 
going into the country, and then there's an end of all 
his wife's ſchemes at once. Pis a ſphere that ſtints 
the genius of an extravagant affected woran. | 
nation may be the ſame, but opportunities mutt be 
wanting; and ſhe cannot have thote frequent tempta— 
tions of making herſelf and her huſband fo conſpicuouſ- 
ly ridiculous. | „ 
Friend]. The want of fortune is felt ſo ſeverely in no 
condition of life, as in being oblig'd to a proud iq peri- 
ous relation. While ſhe is talking to me, I am in fuch 
awe, that iny very reaſon is not my own In all 
places my circumitance muſt be the fame. | 
Spright. You will always find a friend in me. 
Friendl. Her very civilities are inſults. 
Sprigbt. That lady Franrtair hath been the poor wo- 
man's ruin. 
Friendl. She affects her phraſes. 
Spright, Her very vices, like an imitating poet. 
Friend], Then, without the common {kill or views of 
a gameſter, ſhe plays immoderately.. 
Sprigbt. And 'tis by that (if L miſtake not) lady 


Frankair pays herſelf for her inſtructions. 


Friendl. Now were Ja man, I ſhould be the moſt 


jealous of my wite's women-companions. 

Sprigbt. She is over-run with affectation; ſhe is an 
aukward copy of. that very woman, or rather of every 
woman of fathion.— Why does ſhe paint? not that ſhe 
wants a complection, but becauſe lady Flareit does it. 
—-Why are all the fops in town admitted to her toilette? 
Nast ſhe hath ſeen em at lady Frankair's. Why 
are common cheats and ſharpers admitted among her vi- 
fitors ? Becauſe ſhe hath ſeen the particular civilities 
ſhown 'em at lady Quadrille's,—She is aſham'd of going 
to church, becauſe lady Frankair hath no religion. — 


Then 


Incli- 
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Then too ſhe wou'd fain have the reputation of making 


her huſband a cuckold, in imitation of a hundred 


of the fine ladies of her acquaintance. 


Enter Fetch. 


Fetch. Miſs Friendleſs, my lady wants you this mo- 
ment. | | 

Spright. Nay, you ſhall not go, child; for, in the 
humour ſhe is in, I know ſhe wou'd uſe you like a dog. 

Fetch. I dare not, madain, return without her. 
*Tis well for us that her humours are divided among her 
huſband and the whole family; for if they were to 
light upon one, where's the patience that could 
bear em? „ 


Spright. You know, Fetch, miſs Friendleſs hath al- : 


ways had her full ſhare of her. | 
Friendl. But, after all, miſs Sprightly, I muſt go. 
Enter Lady Willit and Lady Frankair. 

La. Willit. Tknew they were together. You im- 
pertinent ſlut, why did not you biing me an anfwer ? 
[To Fetch. ] Well, miſs, and does your aukward 
privy counſellor there, applaud vou for being to obſti- 
nately bent againſt your own tnterett ?—{To Sprightly.] 
| Why is lord Courtlowe thy averſion, girl ?f — Only 

becauſe he is my friend. — Who haſt thou in thy eye 
for her? [To Friendlets. |—Depend upon it, that 
malicious creature intends to fell thee, child. [To 
Sprightly.] | 

Spright. Let me have the honour and ſhame of my 
own actions; for, like your ladyſhip, | am influenced 
by my own paſſions only. I am as much averſe to 
advice as you can be: do all you can, you ſee J take 
my own. | EH 

La. Willit. Ah Jenny, Fenny, thou art a devil. 

Friendl. You wrong me, madam.— But gratitude 
keeps me ſilent ; I dare not truſt myſelf with a reply. 
La. Willit. That is to ſay, you cou'd be ſaucy if you 
wou'd.——Nay, I cannot be ſurpriz'd at the inſolence 
of every one in the family, when my huſband ſets 'em 
an example. | | [= 
Sͤprigbt. Does your ladyſhip never accuſe yourſelf as 
well as other people ? La. Willit. 
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La. Willit. 1 don't want accuſers, miſs Sprightly : 

I think that matter is but too evident. That ſullen 

creature, [pointing to Friendleſs] lady Frankair, is a 

proof, that miſchief is the only cunning of fools. 
W hat does the fellow want ? 


Enter Humphrey. 


Humph. My maſter, madam ;—no offence I hope to 
your ladyſhip—— 

La. Villit. And didſt thou think this a likely place 
to find him in ?—Theſe aukward country clowns think 
a ian and his wife inſeparable. | 1 0 

Humph. Nay, madam, I am not fo fond of ill words, 
for that matter, as to ſeek to talk to you great ladies. 
— Then too, | have liv'd ſo long in a great family, that 
(as *tis my duty) I leave my lady in the wrong when» 
ever lhe pleaſes to be ſo ; no offence I hope, madam. 

| [ Going, 

La. Willie, This inſufferable fool will eternally be 
talking —Who wants your maſter ?—T hat that crea- 
ture's maſter ſhould be mine Why does not the fel- 
low anſwer me ?—Who wants him? | 

Humph. His uncle, madam, Mr. Barter. 

La. Villit. My huſband too out of the way! never 
was any thing ſo lucky.—Lay hold of this opportunity, 
my deac lady Frankgeir.—Tell Mr. Barter, that I deſire 
the favour of his company. ¶ Exit Humphry.] Lady 
Frankair and I have buſineſs; ſo you two may 20 to- 
gether and rail at me. In a minute or two do you, 
Fetch, come and whiſper me. | Exeunt Miſs Sprightly, 

Miſs Friendleſs and Fetch. 


Enter Mr. Barter. 


La. Willit. After I have given your ladyſhip a ſuffi- 
cient time to tempt him as a woman (don't think, lady 
Frankair, that I ſuſpect your parts) I'll ſend lord 
Courtlove to ſecure your conqueſt by what governs the 
world, Intereſt.— Love alone will never do! inen think 
as cooly, and as reaſonably, child, upon theſe affairs as 
we. - Mr. Barter, your ſervant. 

La. Frank. Buſineſs takes a man off from his friends 

lo innodetrately, that one hath very ſeldom the _ 

f 8 | ure 
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ſure of ſeeing you. Now, dear Mr. Barter, tell 
me fincerely ; don't you at ſome hours of the day, 
think of what is more entertaining? Il can have no 
notion that a reaſonable? creature (as you are) can en- | 
tirely loſe himſelf in the city; for you ſhould never per- 
_ me that ſuch converſation can pollibly be agree- 
able. | 
Bart. Why not agreeable ? We have our affectati- 
ons, our vanities, our follies, and our vices.—— We 
rail, we are civil, and laugh at one another with the 
fame familiarity and friendſhip as you do.— Then too, 
as you laugh at us, we laugh at you; ſo that we are 
never at a loſs for fomething diverting and ridiculous. 0 
| [Fetch enters and whiſpers. | 
La. Villit. You'll excuſe me, madam —I beg your | : 
pardon, Mr. Barter : Tis an affair that cannot detain 0 
me long. You fee I uſe you both without ceremony. , 
| x 2 Exit, 
La. Frank. How cou'd you be ſo provoking, 5 not 
to be at my lafl aſſembly ? II hope you don't put me 
upon the foot of ſending to you. | 
Bart. You know, madam, I had been at one be- 
fore; and my curioſity was fully anſwer'd Every 
body was talking round me, and not a creature had 
any thing to ſay ;—not a man or woman but what was 
in the hurry of buſineſs, and not one of em had any 
thing to do; till at laſt I found all of them worn down, 
and diſpirited with one another's impertinence, except 
a few friends who were ſeeking to ruin each other at 
| the gaming-table. | ve: 
| La. Frank. But, dear Mr. Barter, how can you be 
| ſo ſevere ? *Tis impoſſible to enter into the diverſions of 
the place at once. — Tis what one may cal the ex- 
change of love and gallantry; the tranſaQtions and 
bargains are ſettled in the crowd, but the buſineſs is 
concluded in a 7/te a tfte at their own houſes. You 
may depend upon it, by its being ſo much frequented, 
that it anſwers the men's and women's ends ſome way 
or other, * 
Bart. But I have no ſchemes of that kind. y 
La. Frank. Why have you not! 1 
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Bart. At my time of life, madam, I ſhall not begin 


to make myſelf ridiculous. 
La. Frank. At my time of life When did you ever 


hear a womap make uſe of that expreſſion ?—Are not 


you a man? beyond diſpute you make yourſelf ten 
times as ridiculous by forgetting you are one. Were 


you once ſettled among us; I ſee you have it about 


you to relith life. A woman is a better judge in this 


caſe than you are of yourſelf. | 
Bart. | have not vanity enough to be work'd into a 


fool by flattery. | 
La. Frank. How can you take a thing ſo malici- 
ouſly ? 


Bart Really, madam, one wou'd not chooſe to be 


an aukward fool !-—the ”-_ follies and vices never fit 


| eaſy upon a man of buſineſs ; the pretty fellows owe 
*em entirely to education. 


La. Frank. Let ma oi „In noe thu 


rious in this affair! ſuppoſe now, by my brother's mar- 
riage to miſs Sprightly (which I . now your advice 
cou'd eaſily bring about) our families were link'd in the 
- fame intereſt ; and that your nephew, by a conſiderable 
employment, was oblig'd to reſide in town, there might 
be things too worth your acceptance; and, pray, what 
objections cou'd you have to living among us ? 

Burt. | am not aſham'd of my profeſſion, madam. 

La. Frank. But you muſt allow, -that at our end of 
the town we live with greater elegance. Why is 
the purſuit of riches, but to attain eaſe and pleaſure? 

Bart. J hate luxury and oftentation. | 

La. Frank. To what purpoſe have you wealth ? 
wou'd you not enjoy it ? | : 
Bart. 1 do—Extravagance and profuſion never en- 
joy'd it. —Beſides, tis a life that I am unqualified for. 
l have the narrbw ſtinted genius of honeſty and in- 
dependance, and ſhou'd but expoſe my education by 
living within my fortune. | 

La. Frank. But, dear Mr. Barter, after all (putting 
you out of the caſe) is it not monſtiouſly abſurd in 
your Nephe av to ſet himſelf againſt his own intereſt ? 
To abandon a preferment that is thrown in his way ? 
-—— How are families rais'd ? 


Bart. 


Wl 

vb 
l 

| 
| 
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Bart. They ought to be rais'd, madam, by induſtry 
and honour, | | | 


Enter lord Couttlove. 


La Frank. Dear brother, I am glad you are come 


to my aiſiſtance.— I know you will think Mr. Barter 
prodigiouſly in the wrong. | 

Ld: Court. Though | have as yet the misfortune to 
be very little known to him, TI am ſo well acquainted 
with his character, that i own wylelf partial to his 
Opinions. | 

La. Frank. I have been making down right court 
to him; and wou'd fain perſuade him to divide himſelf 
between buſineſs and pleaſure, and live at our end of 
the town. | 

Ed. Court. The life muſt unqueſtionably be more 
agreeable, and it might too be attended with its ad- 

vantages. 
Bart. Luxury, neceſſity, and dependance, are ad- 
vantages inconſiſtent with our way of life. Induſtry 
and commerce (however unfaſhionable) oblige us to 
economy and juſtice; and (notwithſtanding the politer 
examples of the world) our credit does till. in a great 
meaſure, depend upon our moral character. | 
La. Frank. We all know you city people get a pro- 
digious deal of money; but ſtill a merchant 

fomething in that word that gives one an idea of —ot— 
of I don't know what: — lu fhort we ladies have an 
unaccountable prejudice againſt you. 
Bart. Is the name then a term of reproach ? 


Whete is the profeſſion that is ſo honourable ?—W hat 


is it that ſupports every individual of our country? Tis 
commerce. On what depends the glory, the credit, 
the power of the nation On commerce. To 


what does the crown itſelf owe its ſplendor and digni- 


ty: To commerce. — To what owe you the re- 
venue of your own half-ruin'd eſtates? To commerce: 
and are you ſo ungrateful then to treat the profeſſion 
with contempt by which you are maintain'd ? 

Ld. Court. A city life, ſiſter, may be diſagreeable to 
you fine ladies ; but your's is not the opinion of a/l the 
people of faſhion and quality. 2 


there's 


Bart. 


The DISTRESS'D WIFE, 309 

Bart. When people of rank and figure can profeſs 
gaming, I am not ſurpriz d that we are fo contempti- 
ble? for commerce is the very reverſe of it. In 
gaming, one man's gain is t'other's ruin; but commerce 
is for the mutual advantage of both. | 

Ld. Court. But you muſt allow, fir, that advanta- 
ges have been made by a good correſpondence at this 
end of the town; (which upon certain occaſions might 
be of uſe ro you.)—You know inſtances, many inſtan- 
ces, among you of what I mean.—The countenance 
of men in power, early intelligence, a ſeaſonable 
hint! — Some of your greateſt fortunes have been 
rais'd this way. | 

Bart. Tis too evident, my lord—But then one ex 
orbitant fortune of this ſort hath made at leaſt a thou- 
ſand beggars.— Tis the moſt fraudulent, the moſt per- 
nicious gaming, under a more ſpecious denomination ; 
and hols who practiſe it, diſgrace the profeſſion of a 
merchant. | . | 

Ld. Court. Pardon me, fir ? I meant the propoſal as 
a Civility. | 

Bart. Your ſiſter, my lord, I perceive is to flatter 
me, and you are to bribe me to influence my nephew 
to ſell his niece.— The caſe is plain; or, why all this 
ſolicitude, this artifice about miſs Sprightly ? 3 

La. Frank. How can you, brother, talk to a crea- 
ture who is ſo horridly out of humour ? One 
would imagine Mr. Barter had a mind to the girl 
himſelf. | 

Ld. Court. Nay, dear ſiſter, keep your temper. 

Bart. This whole proceeding, in the eye of the 
world, appears ſo very mercenary, ſo very corrupt, 
that your honour ſuffers. Pardon, my freedom, my 
lord. 

Ld. Court. As to notional honour, you are undoubt- 
edly in the right of it; but what is that to the practice 
of mankind ? | 

Bart. Tis you, my lord, and ſuch as you that in- 
fluence the manners of mankind. -— Common charity 
obliges thoſe of your rank to ſhow clear and conſpi- 
cuous proofs of honour and diſintereſtedneſs; for when 

. | | | ever 
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ever you are mean and mercenary, the vulgar ate hang'd 
for following your example. 

La. Frank. Now is not this aſtoniſhing, brother, 
that an arrant citizen ſhould pretend to cenſure the be- 
haviour of a man of quality? | 

"Ld. Court. Common ſenſe, alike in all men, can 
diſtinguiſh honour and infamy. 

Bart. When I ſpeak in defence of probity and ho- 
nour, I mean to ſhow my teſpect to your lordſhip ; 
and in that light I hope the freedoms [ have taken will 
need no apology. DE 

La. Frank. The creature begins to be intolerably ill- 
bred. Let us leave him. | 

Ld. Court. The reſolution I have taken will convince 
you, that I think myſelf oblig'd to you. 

[ To Barter, 
Sir, your 


La. Frank. Lady Willit expects us. 
ſervant. | | 
Bart. This converſation I find hath detain'd us both 
too long.—I wiſh I may have tinte to prepare the ac- 
count before my nephew's return. 


Ld. Court. When you are at leiſure,” ] beg you 


wou'd give me leave to communicate my thoughts to 
you.—How unlike is an honeſt man to a flatterer! 
Mr. Barter, your moſt obedient— [Exeunt Lord 

Courtlove and Lady Frankair. 


Bart, Honour alone ſupports a noble name; 
Without it, title but ſets off the ſhame. 
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ACT» 
Lady Willit, Friendleſs. 


Lady W1iLLIT. 


O U know, coufin Jenny, I have always been ex- 
ttemely kind to you. Had there been a yard more 
of this lace I ſhou'd have made it up for my own wear- 
ing, the lappits are ſomewhat ſcrimp, tis true, but *tis 
enticely new, and prodigious fine; and yet, girl, I can 
no more make thee grateful than I can make thee 
genteel. | | 

Friendll. I can never forget my obligations. 

La. Willit, Wilt thou never learn to live eaſy in a 
family? Is it not monſtrous, to be fo ſolicitous about 
pleaſing my huſband. Is there a woman-in the world 
that cou'd forgive thee ?—RecolleR your behaviour, and 
you muſt ewn I have been tao good to you. 

friendl. Might T be allow'd to vindicate myſelf, —» 

La. Willit. Nay, dear Jenny, you know I know you. 
For thy own ſake and mine don't talk.—!] don't re- 
member I gave you that fan. [Takes her fan. 

Friendl. Mr. Barter, madam, gave it to me 

La. Willit. As a reward for the meritorious miſchief 
thou haſt done me. Here, take it girl; by my treat- 
ment of late, tis plain thou halt richly deſerv'd it. 

Vriendl. If I ever offended you, it was by unſeaſon- 
able ſincerity and truth. 

La. Willit. Sincerity and truth! I am furfeited with 
the hypocritical cant. —My huſband is eternally ftun- 
ning me with theſe two hideous expreſſions, as an ex- 
cuſe for his inſolence and ill: manners. I talk to you 
now, couſin Jenny, as a friend. 

Friendl. Your ladyfhip will always find me ſuch. 

La. Willit. Tell me truly then (for you are in the 
ſecrets of the family) why is my huſband grown more 
a brute than ever of late? | 

Friendl. | really think he loves you. 

La. Willit. Suppoſe he does; art thou really fool 


enough 
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enough to think ?bat a motive to reconcile me to his 
brutal behaviour ?—The love of a huſband, girl, is not 
of that prodigious conſequence. 


Friendl. Tbe importunity of creditors in town, the 


frauds of his ſteward in the country muſt have made 
him uneaſy. ; 

La. Willie. Don't be impertinent, Jenny —How dare 
you think of the affairs of the family ?!——Anſwer the 
queſtion I aſk you. Why am I thus outrageouſly in- 
ſulted? Who hath ſet him againſt me ?—That deviliſh 


letter, Jenny. | 
Friendl. Miſs Sprightly told me, that Forward did 


as a it, and that 'twas writ in pique and en- 


avoided ; for be the-juſpicion either true or falſe, the 

iſchief is the ſame ; and what hath now happen'd 
muſt convince you, that the wanity of fools hath em- 
broil'd more families than real intrigues. 

La. Willit. Thou art grown moſt affectedly wile, 
enny. | | 
A That daily flutter at your toilette may be 
only innocent amuſement to you, but it may gall the 

heart of a huſband | 

La. Willi. *Tis then the company I keep, that gives 
you and him the offence How intolerably like my 
buſband the girl talks !-——Doft thou think, child, that 
IT was married to deny myſelf the common liberties of 
2 married woman ? Would'ſt thou have a man and 
his wife ſo diſagreeably malicious, as to be eternally 
intruding themſelves into each other's company ?---Ah, 
Jenny, Jenny! tis now a clear point who is his abettor: 
tis you that fet him on. Impertinence! Get you 
out of my ſight. 

Enter Sir Thomas Willit. 
Sir Tho. Nay, dear child, why are theſe unreaſona- 

ble paſſions? 


Lua. Villit. Unreaſonable paſſions! You know, fir 
Thomas, I have had my unreaſonable provocations.— 


rei Peri. occaſion of jealouſies is always to be 


Do you imagine that nobody has the talent of ſaying 


or doing a ſhocking thing but yourſelf ? 3 
1 ESE | Sir T be. 
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Sir Tho. You need not go, couſin Fenny. 

La. Willit. Go, I ſay. | 

Sir Tho. Dear child, keep your temper. | 

La. Villit. I won't. Hear her, believe her, and 
make me and yourſelf unhappy.—I ſhall not interrupt 
the converſation. _ 1 

Sir Tho. Get yourſelf ready, couſin Jenny, to ſet out 


for the country upon the firſt notice; for the moment 


I take my reſolution, nothing upon earth ſhall defer it. 

— Bur ſtay, child, The preſent uneaſineſs of the 

family can be no ſecret to you. | 
Friendl. Wou'd it were in my power to remedy it. 
Sir. Tho. Jam not ſo moroſe, to deny a wife the na- 


tural caprice and coquetry of the ſex. ut of late 
her conduct hath been inſupportable. 5 


Friendl. Tis the way of the world that offends you. 
Her behaviour is owing to imitation more than in- 
clination,——Are not all the ladies of her acquaintance 
ſo many precedents for every thing ſhe ſays or does? 
There is a fathion in converſation, in amuſements, in 
follies, in vices, as well as in dreſs. 5 

Sir 750. This deteſtable town is more infectious than 
the plague: a woman lives not one day in it without 
catching ſome faſhionable vice or other. | 

Friendl. Were men to judge by appearances, the 
whole town would be over-run with jealouſy; for a 
woman is aſham'd to ſeem to love her huſband. lam 
not vindicating the manners of the ſex, yet I am an 
advocate for her innocence. 5 

Sir Tho. Innocence! Such innocence hath every 
bad conſequence of guilt. I don't know what to 
think of her. | Ws 

Friend!. Confider, fir, the faſhionable hypocriſy of 
the age is to appear vicious. | | 

Sir. Tho. This is the firſt time I ever ſuſpected you 
for her confidant ——But, as a woman, tis natural to 
_ a huſband muſt be in the wrong when he is jea- 
ous. 5 MEET 

Friendl. I ſpeak in juſtice to her, and in duty and 
ſincerity to you. es | f- 2260 

Sir T ho. Whack they ſay behind one another's 
backs, to deceive a huſband, one woman will vindicate 
Vor. III. P another. 
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another. But it may be the girl's real opinion; ſhe 
is credulous, and good-natur'd,——T have buſineſs now. by 
————— You may go, child. [Exit Friendleſs. Y 
A C 
Enter Barter. 7 
Bart. Were we to remove into another room, we | «+ 


ſhould be leſs liable to be interrupted.--- You ſee I have 

not forgot the offence I committed in the morning. 

Sir Tho. I have no notion of theſe ceremonies and | | 
punctilios between man and wife.---Sit down, fir; we 8 

will not be interrupted. 

Bart. Your debts turn out greater than you imagin'd. 
Theſe receipts have exhauſted the whole ſum.—Mrs, 
GH, the lace-woman's bill, of a year and a half's 
ſtanding (which was not in your liſt) amounts to a hun- 
dted and fifteen pounds.---Here's a bill too of Mr. Gloſs, | 

the mercer, of eighty-three ; and this of Mrs. Spangle, 
the embroiderer, of thirty-ſeven. I have ordered em 
oral £0-morrow, and, if you are ſatisfied in 

their demands, I will diſcharge the debt, and place it 
to account. — Vou ſee, nephew, I am willing to dd 
every thing in my power to forward the reaſonable, te 

honeſt reſolution you have taken. | 
Sir 750. Tis not enough that a man means to be juſt, 
when by his negligence, indolence, 'or vanity in living 
> beyond his fortune, he puts it out of his own power to 
be fo.---You are not ſupplying a ſquanderer, but re- 
trieving a family: that is the obligation I ſhall have to 

you. | 


0 


hb | Ekter Fibb er.. 4 
Fibb. Your honour's letters, fir, by the poſt. [Zxit. | 8 
Sir Tho. The ſeal is quite broken, and not fo much - 
as botch'd up again.---'l be curioſity or fears of man- -h 
kind are prodigious. pe | 
Bart. Tis a grievance that is become ſo general, that 
no particular will take it upon him to complain. fh 
Sir To. Madam'- The letter I find is direct- H 


ed to my wife.---How could the fellow be ſuch a blun- | m 
derer l- -This is a liberty I neyer allow'd myſelf; but as 
ꝛtis my ſteward's hand, and can be no ſecret, you will it 


[Reads.] 


excuſe me. 


Oy: 5 


hear? 
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| [Reads.] © Madam, your ladyſhip muſt protect me 
from the information of Trenchwell, or the money I 


% have advanced to you from time to time mult all be 
brought to account” | 


To what will not a woman condeſcend to gratify her 
extravagance ! [Sitting thoughtfully. 
Bart. No ill news, I hope. 
Sir Tho. "Tis not her fault; 'tis my own negli- 
gence | 


&« Tn Ps madam, my affairs are in ſuch con- 


4 fuſion, that unleſs I receive a ſatisfactory letter fiom 
your ladyſhip the very next poſt, 1 hall be obliged 


«© 0 make the beſt of my e Calais. 
SURVEY, 


md it, ſir. Ir. Know me before you truſt me. 


| {Barter reads. ]J—Well! Now Iam to be truſted? 


Bart. The more you want a friend, the more ready 
I am to ſerve you. 
Sir Tho. An 


r may be of the utmoſt conſequence. 


: — 1 bave tak In my reſolution. 


Barer There are e of . s: below, that ſtay 
| = [Exit. 


Enter Humptl | 
Sir Te. Humphrey. — let the coach and-BA N por 


| ready with all the expedition poſſible. 


 Hlumph. Before the ſervants have din'd, fir! 

Sir Tho.” T doyt dine in town. 

Humph. Now Tebu'd not help faisfying you, if you 
did not know whete'l was going. hut ſervants muſt 
not Alk queſtions. 

Sir Tho Saddle horſes too for the ſervants. -D'ye 


Humph. "Yes, fir.” | | | 
Sit Tho. "Let ein be ready, and 3 in the way, for I 


ſhall not fray a minate for any one of *em.—But hold, 


dee my wife r wou'd ſpeak with her i im- 
mediately——Go then. 
Hump. Methinks, that you might be ſure you knew 
your own uind rightly, * had better ſee my lady firſt. 
a 2 — Or 
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—Or what hath been, may be; and we may, mayhap, 
have every thing to undo again. [ Exit, 


Enter Lady Willit. 


Sir Tho. Dear child, I am glad you are come.——] 
had juſt ſent to deſire to ſpeak to you. 

La. Willit. And what diſagreeable thing have you to 
ſay to me? If it is about buſineſs, let me entreat yÞu, 
dear fir Thomas, to keep it yourſelf; for I won't be 
plagu'd and worried every hour of my life with ſuch im- 
pertinent trifles. | 1 15 
Sir Tho. As J am ſettling accounts with my credi- 
tors | 25 43s od tt oft 

La. Willis. You know I hate, accounts. - What have 
I to do with your creditors? wou'd you have me pay 
dem? 5 5 | 
; ON Do you know any thing of theſe bills, 
CHIN: | . | | 

La Villit. To-morrow morning, —a week hence, — 
ſome time or other, when | have nothing elſe to do,— 
if I don't forget it,—l will aſk you for wm. 

Sir Tho. I only want to be ſatisfied if any thing hath 
been paid. Some of the people chemſelves are be- 
low. bo 
La. Willit. If you like to be entertain'd with their 


impertinence ſend for ent up.—Whether they or you 


dun me, the thing is much the ſame.— But after all, 


* q 


what wou'd you have me do F Give me your hide- 


ous papers then. Sarah Glib——neyer was any thing 
like.the impudence of that woman ! the had the at- 
ſurance tother day to aſk me for her money; a crea- 
ture who takes ſuch intolerable liberties, by my con- 
ſent ſhou'd never be paid. 
Once a week ever ſince we came to town have theſe 
odious names been laid upon my toilette. Send the 
creatures away, 1 beg you ; people of faſhion ſhould 
not encourage em, and (for the quiet of one another) 
ſhou'd never comply with a dun. Was it upon this 
important affair I was ſent for. [ Flings down the bills. 
Sir The. Nay ;; ſtay, chiſ o. ä 
Lua. Villit. Thate you wh 
ing wiſe way. 


| [3a & "65 
en you are in this proyok- 


Sir Tho. 


Gloſs and Spangle too !— — 


= 
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Sir Tho. I have ſomething of conſequence to acquaint 
you with. | | 

La. Willit. | han't time to hear it now. 

Sir Tho. But I muſt ſpeak with you. | 

La. Willit. Speak then. | 
Sir Tho, I have ordet'd the coach and fix to be at the 
door as ſoon as it can be got ready. 

La. Willit. The coach and fix! . 

Sir Tho. To ſet out for the country immediately. 

La. Willit. Immediately 

Sir Tho, The very moment the coach is ready. 

La. Willit. You might have been ſo civil to have 
aſk'd me if I wou'd have the horſes kept in town 
' Now, dear Sir Thomas, wou'd not a hir'd ſet have ſerv'd 
your purpoſe full as well? | | | 

Sir Tho, Take nothing with you but what is abſo- 
lutely neceſſary upon the road. Every thing elle, 
child, ſhall be ſent after us. 5 | | 

La. Willit. Am I a neceſſary part of your baggage, 
that I ani to be bundled up with you at an hour's warn- 
ing? | | 

Lie Tho. Our affairs, child, have made it abſolutely 
neceſlary. | "3 

La. Villit. Well! and do I detain you? 

Sir 750. You know it is impoſſible for us to ſtay in 


La. Willit. That a dun or two can put you fo hide- 
ouſly out of humour-—Dor't you almoſt every where 
ſee, that they are the everlaſting retinue of a man of 
fortune ? 

Sir Tho. You muſt allow me to know my own at- 
fairs, madam. | L 

La. Willit. And you muſt allow me to know my own 
mind —ſir. 5 | 

Sir Tho. My reſolutions, madam, are taken; fo 
ſend for your maid, and order your things, for the coach 
will be at the door in leſs than half an hour. 

La. Willit, In leſs than half an hour My head akes 

moſt intolerably ; and it kills me to talk. [Sits down, 
Sir Tho. The journey, the air, the exerciſe, child, 
will do you good. 


P 3 | La. Willit, 
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La. Villit. To do me good was never a motive far 
your doing any thing. I wonder how you can have 
the aſſurance to give that for a reaſon. Your uſage, 
fir, of late hath prepared me to bear your abſence for 
ten or twelve days; and you can have no buſineſs that 
can keep you longer. herefore ſay no more about 
it, for I will. not go. 

Sir The. But, dear child, confider——» 

La. Willit, I won't. | 

Sir 750. Tis impoſſible-the family can ſubſiſt in town 
a day longer. Tis in ve in to diſpute; the thing muſt 
be done. . 5 

La. Villit. Muſt! | 

Sir Tho, Will you get yourſelf ready then? 

La. Willit. No. 

Sir. Tho, Shall I call your maid to you'? 

La. Willit. No. 

Sir Tho. Will you think reaſonably ? EE 

La. Willit. No. | [ Sobbing and crying. 

Sir Tho. This is not to be borne—— Nay ; pr'ythee, 
child, don't give way to theſe paſſions ——* Twill be 
to: no purpoſe to act this part over and over again. 
Wipe your eyes, my dear; and when a thing muſt be 
_ done, tho? it is a huſband's propoſal, do it chearfully. 

oy iy [Takes her by the hand. 
La. Willit. For heaven's ſake, fir Thomas, let me 
alone. 

Sir Tho. Anſwer me then. 

La. Willit. T won't be haul'd and worried. : 

Sir 750. You or I, my dear, muſt get the better of 
theſe capricious humours.— [Kings, Enter Hum- 
phrey.] Tell Fetch to come to your miltreſs. 

Haumph. She's not in the houſe, (ir. - 

Sir Tho. My couſin Jenny then. [Exit Humphrey.] 
Speak to me, child Theſe fits of - unreatonable ob- 
ſtinacy are owing to my unreaſonable compliance; and 
the low ſpirits-you ſo often and fo opportunely com- 
plain of, are owing to your too high ſpirits.— Leave off 
the fine lady, and be a reaſonable woman. 


La. Wil/it. Inhuman creature! ah | (Screams. 
| Enter 


"— 
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Enter Friendleſs. 
Sir The. A glaſs of- water and the bartſhorn imme- 
diately, couſin Fenny. 

Friend]. My lady is in her uſual way, I fee. 

Sir Tho, But I am not in my uſual way.—Leave her 
to me, child; and pack up thoſe things that will be ne- 
ceſſary upon the road. —— The key, you ſee is in the 
travelling- box. ä 

Friendl. My lady will travel in her ſultane. I ſuppoſe. 

Sir The. In any thing—— Nay, pr'ythee, child, get 
the better of yourſelf, and order what you wou'd take 

with you. What are you doing couſin Jenny. | 

Friend]. This cordial-water, box muff go, for my la- 
ly never travels without it. 

Sir Tho. Diſpatch, girl, and aſk no queſtions. 


. Friend!. And her\toi too 
Sir Tho. Only the things that are neceſſary.— Every 


thing elſe ſhall be ſent after ger. [ The cover of the 
= box falls downs 
La. Willit. How can you kill one with theſe intole- 
Table noiſes ? | Starts. 
Sir Tho, Recover your reaſon, my dear; and give 
her directions yourſelf. [She riſes. 
La. Villit. How dar'd you touch any thing without 
my orders ? Lay. every thing where you found it 
audacious ſlut! 55 
Sir Tho. Will you tell her then what, you. wou'd 
have done ? 
La. Millit. No. | 
Sir Tho. Pack it up then, couſin Jenny. 
La. Willit, How ! did not you hear what I ſaid? 
Sir Tho. You muſt go as you are then ; for nothing 
ſhall detain me—— ] have affairs with my brother be- 
low; ſo agree the matter between yourſelves. [Exr2. 
La. MWillit. Are theſe the pots of your- gratitude 
to me, for all the kind things I have done for you? 


Enter Fibber. 


Fib. Lady Frankair, and three or four ladies more, 
to wait upon your ladyſhip. | 

La. MWillit. Get you gone, both of you, {[Fxeunt 

| Friendleſs and Fibber. 

14 Enter 
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Enter Lady Frankair, Lady Rampant, Mrs. Buxom, 
and Mrs. Clackit. | 


La. Willie. The brute hath really rufled me. [A. 

the locking-glaſs.) I look horridly fluſter'd.—To be got 
dhe better of by a huſband !—Shou'd it ever be known, 
I ſhou'd be deſerted by the men, and laugh'd at by the 
women. Though I feel myſelf miſerable, I won't 
make myſelf ridiculous. Lady Franlair, your ſervant. 
La. Frank. What is the meaning of this ſudden re- 
ſolution? If you go with him, child, you go to 
eternal baniſhment. 1 5 

La. Ramp. Are you really leaving us, my dear ? 

Bux. I thought I had known you. 

Clack. Are you mad, child? © 

La. Ramp. What a wretched hideous thing is a 
country-houſe! | 
Bux. Tis an everlaſting tete a téte (without the 
chance of one agreeable interruption) and with whom ? 
with a huſband. | | 


I. Willit. Ab! [Sighs. 


La. Ramp. That is a terrible circumſtance. 

La. Villit. But he hath real buſineſs, lady Rampant ; 
and 'twas I prevail'd upon him. | 
Bux. A new opera next week, and lady Willit not 
at it! | LD | ; 

Clack. *Tis incredible! 

La. Ramp. Tis impoſſible ! 

Bux. Nay madam, *tis for our intereſt that you ne- 
yer ſhou'd come to town; for we ſhall have all the fine 
men flirting at us again. EE 
La. Villit. The loſs of a new opera is a mortifica- 
tion.— Sir Thomas, indeed, wou'd have perſuaded me 
to ſtay, but I know his affairs muſt ſuffer. 

La. Ramp. You are grown molt unaccountably con- 
| fiderate. | | pe 
Clack. But, dear child, what an odious journey are 
you taking? ED 
Bux. Why fir Thomas's houſe is a thouſand miles 


off. | 
x: Oh La. Willit. 


l 
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La. Willit. Tis a dreadful way, that's certain. 
| [Stighs, 

Clack. Now, I proteſt, I wou'd not marry a man 
that had a country-houſe.——1 ſhould be in perpetual 
apprehenfions, when a huſband had ſuch a hideous 
mortifying thing in his power. 

Bux. You will wiſh. 

La. Ramp. You will be moap'd. 

Clack. You will deſpair. 

La. Ramp. Could he, bear to be a country gentle- 
woman, Mrs. Clackit ? 

Clack. Let me die, if I ſhould not hang myſelf. 

Bux. How many days Journey is it? 

La. Willit. Dear madam, don't name it. But 'tie 
my own choice; and as my going, ſo my return de- 


— 


pends intirely upon myſelf. 


La. Ramp. How many women have been loſt to all 
true pleaſure, by truſting themſelves with their hu 
bands a hundred miles from London ! | | 

Clack. Believe me, child, *tis a moſt terrible under- 
taking. 

Bux. Tis like hell; 'tis eaſy to get thither.— But 
to return, there's the point. 

Clack. I adviſe you as a friend, my dear, let, him do 
his buſineſs by himſelf, and don't truſt yourſelf with 


him. 
La. Wilt, When I ſaw his affairs requir'd it, it 


was my duty to perſuade him. 
La. Ramp. The very ſentiments of a _—_— coun- 


try houſwife ! 

Clack. When a man and woman are come to take 
each other's advice, they have done with the world, 
and the world hath done wich them. So, my cear, 
I wiſh you a good journey. [Salutes her. 


La. Ramp. 1 am afraid we incommode your lady» 
ſhip. [Salutes her. 


Bux. *Tis a mortiſying ing! to part with you, my 
dear, —But I ſee you are in a hurry.— . [Salutes her, 
[Exeunt Clackit, Lady Rampant, and Buxom. 

La. Frank. Really, child, you cartied off you dit 


treſs very handſomely. 


„ oa 
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Enter Fetch. 
La. Willit. How dar'd you to be out of the way 


when I wanted you ? 


Fetch. Your ladyfhip's. affairs call you into the coun- 
try; and at preſent *tis inconvenient to me. | 
La. Willit. To you! hold your tongue, imper- 
tinence. | | 

Fetch. J have born this uſage but tdo long.—I was 
your ſervant, madam. | 

La. Villit. Have done, I ſay. 

Fetch. Your ladyſhip may . anger for her 
that ſhall ſucceed me. — All I atk, madam, is my diſ- 
charge. ES | 

La. Willit. There's no bearing it. 
Me. 8 
Fetch. Vour ladyſhip may treat your ſervants as you 
pleaſe ; but as my circumſtances are chang'd, your la- 
dy ſhip, methinks, might give me beiter language. 

La. FViilit. You will talk then Sir Thomas he- 

low, huſſy, will pay you your wages. Get you 

1 | 5 | 
Fetch, Nay, madam, for that matter; untefs your 
ladythip can behave yourſelf more civilly——1I fhall cut 
Hort the converſation. —Madam, your ſervant. [Exit. 

Enter Sprightly, in her travelling habit. 

Spright. Is not your ladyſſlip ready yet? 

La. Villit. Dear child, whar do you mean f-—You 
have never given lord Courthove a poſitive anſwer —— 
You may trifle with a lover too long. I know you 
intend to have him. Suck an offer Fou have too 

ſenſe to refuſe it. | 

La. Frank. This is the only point, child, that can 

reſhite your ſentence. [To Jady Willir. 78% frem in 
earneſt converſation with Sprightly. 

Inte, Sir Phomas, and Friendlefs. 
' Friend]. The letter that gave you ſo much-difquiet, 
Fetch own'd to me was writ to her by Ptyr. As I have 
the happineſs of your family at heart, I thought it my 
duty to let you know it. U is upon his account fe 
kath quitted your ſervice ——The ſtep ſhe hath taken 


Don't talk to 


Town 
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I. own ſurprizes me; but there is not fo ſure a trap, for 
a · womam as a coxcomb.— A chambermaid is often the 
purſuit, when the lady loſes her reputation. 

Sir Tho, How happy have you made me by this diſ- 
cavery! [Ta Friendleſs.— I expect the coach at the, 
door, child, every moment. [To lady, Willit. 

La. Millit. And will you haul this girl out of town 
from ſo beneficial an offer? how can you ever anſwer 
it to her or yourſelf ? can a day or two longer be of 
ſuch conſequence ? 

Sprighi. Put me out of the.caſe, I beg you, my dear 
aunt. I long for the country; I dream of the coun- 
try. Wou'd I were there this inſtant, 
La. Willit. How-can you be ſo malicious? | 

Spright. The thing muſt ſoon diſcover itſelf; ſoa L 
had as good own it, —My couſin. Harry, juſt before. he: 
went to Oxford-—'tis now above four months 

La, Willit. What of him, child? 4 

Saright. Married me; that's all, There are reaſans 
too that would have hindered me from keeping the ſe- 

cret long; ſo, my ſweet, kind aunt, yon fee e: is a 
juſt . this moſt honourable match of your 
propoſal.—— You may be ſurprized, you may be an- 
gry; Llike him, Ilove him, and ſure no woman alive 
was ever half ſo happy !—— My friend here was wit- 
_ neſs to my . what you will, you ſhall 
not put me out of humour, for the man is my own, 
and ſo is my fortune. N 

La, Willit. But after all, niece, your encouragement 
of: lord Courtlowe is not to be vindicated. ES 

Spright Your encouragement you mean.— Tha 
dear creature: is now in the country ready to receive me. 
Wou'd I cau'd fly to him Nou, if be is not as in- 
patient as Iam, I cou'd never forgive him. But he 


*, he muſt be, and.l believe him ſo. 
Inter Lord Courtlove and Barter. 

Ld, Court. Her perſon, her behaviour, her virtue, 
hath won me.—1 ſhall not be embarraſs'd with ſettle- 
ments, nor ſhall I be run out with extravagance. I 
commit myſelf and fortune, fir, to your diſpoſal. 


Bart. 
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Bart. As ſhe hath a good underſtanding ſhe muſt 
have gratitude.— Lord Courtlowve, miſs Friendleſs, of- 
fers himſelf to you for a huſband. ; 
La. Frank. Dear brother, don't make yourſelf ridi- 
culous. [ Barter talks 10 Friendleſs. 
La. Willit. Tis impoſſible he can be in earneſt. 
Ld. Court. Your whole conduct hath charm'd me. 
5 Friendl. So generous an offer! and in my circum- 
ance! | | | 


Bart. Is not to be refugd.—1I know he eſteems you; 
and your happineſs now depends upon your own beha- 


VvI Our. 


Friendl. J have a dread of greatneſs, and never in- 


dulged a thought of ambition. Yet, conſidering I am 
taken from my preſent dependance, though I am thrown 
into an affluence of fortune, I muſt be leſs unhappy. 


La. Willit. How unaccountably are women diſpoſed 


of How inſenfible is that creature of her happineſs ! 
— Now, dear fir Themas, we muſt ftay to ſee couſin 
Jenny married. EEE» 
Sir Tho. I beg you, child, preſs me no further. 
[To lady Wilir 

I give you, 
to you. ä | 

La. Frank. Your ladyfhip hath forgot the ſeventy- 
| five pounds: I fhou'd not have aſk'd you for it, if I 
had not a troubleſome play-debt of my own upon my 
hands. = . 


La. Villit. From you too, lady Frankair ! this is a 


dun that is in ſupportable.— I hope your lordſhip will in- 
fiſt upon his ſtaying. 1 
Sir Tho. Tis in vain, child. — There read that let- 


— 


ler from Survey. — Now aſk me to ſtay in town an hour 


longer. 5 | . 
Hart. To-night, miſs Friendleſs, you are to be my 
charge; to-morrow I ſhall reſign it to your lordſhip. 
Sprigbt. I wiſh your lordſhip joy.—lIn chooſing her, 
you have made me and yourſelf happy. | 


| Enter Humphrey. 
Hunpb. The coach is ready, fir. 


The neceſſity will excuſe the trouble 


I muſt leave this and every other thing 
Te Barter. 


Sir Tho. 
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Sir Tho. There ; take that box with you. 


Exit Humphrey. 


Spright. My dear Fenny, happineſs attend you. 
[Salutes her, 
Sir Tho. I ſhall be impatient till I hear from you 
[To Barter.) You will excuſe ceremony, my lord. 
Come, my dear. 
La. Frank. Now, dear child. let me beg you not to 
forget me—you know what I mean. [Salutes her, 
[Exit Sir Thomas, Lady Willit, and Sprightly. 
Bart. How happy might that woman have been if ſhe 
would have aQted in her own ſphere !—Her affectation 
was not ſatisfied with her own follies, but ſhe muſt 
pick up thoſe of every one of her acquaintance. 
And how happy might that man have been, if he cou'd 
have been contented with the independance of his own 
hereditary eſtate ! The man hath recover'd his rea- 
ſon; and the woman, when fhe hath no more faſhiona- 
ble fools to keep her in countenance, muſt return to 
herſelf. Vanity and affectation wou'd be now thrown 
away; for unleſs people can be conſpicuouſly ſo, they 
never think it worth while to be ridiculous. 


Thoſe, who the gifts of fortune truly rate, 

Find and ſecure the independant ſtate. 
How much we hazard by ſuperfluous coſt! 

In ev'ry debt ſome liberty is loſt. 

He then whoſe fortune and expence agree, 

Is wiſe and great; for he alone is free, 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


N the life of Gines di Paſſamonte, alins Peter (a 


treatiſe which Cervantes mentions with great enco- 
miums) we have this ſecond adventure of his Puppet- 
fſhew: it js there recorded to have happened in the 
town which lived in perpetual broils with the braying 
aldermen, In the following piece 1 have related the 
ſtory in a dramatic way ; I have too taken the liberty 
to make it conformable to our own cuſtoms, and made 
England the ſcene of the farce: but (knowing the 
captiouſneſs of guilt) to prevent particular perſons from 
claiming general ſatire, I have choſe to place the ad- 
venture in a fictitious country town, ſuppoſed to be re- 
mote from the great ſcenes of life. Whoever will be at 
the pains to compare it with the dpaniſb, will find that 
(excepting theſe particulars) I have, in every material 
EC faithfully follow'd the original, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Braywell. 
Cackle. 
Sir Nathaniel Ninny. 
Drone. 
Slugg. 
Sir 8 Humdrum. 
Cudden. 
Sir Headſtrong Buſtle. 
—— ; 
oddipole.. 
3 
Qaf. 
Goſling. 
Broach. 
Peter. 
Pickle. | 
Mrs. Braywell. 61 
Mrs. Cackle. 285 JL 
Lady Ninny. 
Miſs Drawle. 
Lady Buitle. 
Lady Humdrum. 
Mrs. Cudden. 
Mrs. Pother. 
Miſs Slugg. 
Miſs Noddipole. 
Mrs. Drone. 
Mrs. Broach. 
Betty Broach, + = 
SCENE, GoaTHAM. 


(0331 
F ene 


8 
„NN N SO N e N 
1 RN ear BY 


| a... HY | 


e HENCE HEE e HE : W 
eo © 


REHEARSALat GoATHAM. 


2 — a 


SCENE, The great room of an inn, ſet out for 
an aſſembly. 


Miß. Betty Broach, Jack Oaf, Will Goſling. 


Gos LIN G. 


| 188 Betty. Broach, is in all her airs to-da 
dcr Oaf. And rot me, if J don't think her 2 
| M $ * well-dreſs'd and as well-bred as any of your 
| NN aldermen's wives! now, Vill Goſling, 
would not you rather have her than any of. 
them? pox take me if I would not. 
G6 %. Miſs Betty bath an eye, that's certain. + 
Oaf. Ay, Miſs og hath an eye—and a lip—— 
[ Kifſes her rudely. 
Betty. How can you teaze and haul a body ſo! 1 
believe, Mr. Oaf, I value dreſs as: little as any woman 
in England; but do but ſee now, Mr. Ge/ling, how 
frightfully he bath tumbled me, and when the corpora- 
tion- feaſt is at our houſe to-day, and it falls out too up- 
on an aſſembly-night, one would methinks appear a 
little like a Chriſtian. 
Oaf. Kiſſing and anger apart then, miſs Berty, I 
came hither out of pure ſtark love and kindneſs to you 


» 
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and your family.-—Mr. Broach at preſent ſeeins to 
be in a good thriving way of buſineſs. | 

Betty, Bleſs us all what's the matter ? 

Gofl. Nay, there is no harm done as yet. 

Betty. To be ſure my father hath been particularly 
oblig'd to Mr. Goſling, who will condeſcend to drink 
at our houſe, when his uncle Cachle keeps the Swan 
but down the next ſtreet. 

G0. But after all, miſs Betty, how could Mr. Broach 
be ſo ill advis'd to let matter Peter and his puppetſhew 
into his houſe. | 

Oaf. It may ſeem a trifle, madam, but, rot me, if 
the thing is nat of conſequence. I know it will in- 
fallibly turn out to his ruin. Faith and troth I am 
ſerious about it. : | 

Betty. 1 don't underſtand you, Mr. Oaf. The ſhew 
is for the amuſement and entertainment of the town, 

and in all likelihood it will rather promote cuſtom than 
leſſen it. DER rn” 

Oaf. You are out, miſs Betty, moſt damnably out. 
Cel. How comes it to paſs that he chooſes our town 
for his ſhew ? . 7 
Betty. As he chooſes any other, to get money if he 
can. | | 

Gef. You make ſlight of this matter, miſs Betty, I 
perceive. 
DOaf. I muſt tell you then, miſs Bezty, that I know 
ſomething of this fellow. The raſcal is brib'd: Not 
that I think there is much in that, provided it were in 
a right cauſe; but the dog is brib'd againſt us. Brib'd 
to turn the whole corporation of Geatham into ridicule ; 
this is matter of fact, miſs Betty, —— Now pray do you 
conſider what will be the conſequence of your father's 
harbouring the raſcal ? 

Gofl. Nothing alive but puppets would dare to be ſo 
ivſolent; for we ſee all wel:-bred men now-a-days pay 
the due homage to riches and power as they ought; 
and your father, beyond diſpute, will be Jook'd upon 
to be the confederate of theſe impudent creatures. Re- 
member what I tell you. I know he 1s brib'd, I know 
he is hir'd, 


Betty. 
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. Betty. And pray who hath hir'd him? whenever peo- 
ple are ridiculous, you need not purchaſe laughers; 
beſides, whenever ridiculous people grow captious and 
peeviſh, it only makes the laugh the ſtronger and more 
general. For do what we will, if ſome folks will have 


their follies and abſurdities, there are others who will 
have their laugh. I aſk you, fir, who hath hir'd him. 


Oaf. So you vindicate him then, madam ;—if you 
knew who had hir'd the fellow, without doubt you 
would that inſtant give him up. You know miſs Betty, 
the townſmen of 4/5borough have, time out of mind, 
had an old grudge againſt our town—Now, who do 
you think hath ſet him upon us? 


Goſl. If you ſuffer the ſhew to be play'd, you may 


brew as good ſtrong beer as you will 

Oaf. And you yourſelf, in all your airs, miſs Betty, 
may fit in the bar all day long to lure in cuſtomers. 
You will not draw one of the corporation into your 
houſe, that I can tell you. 

 Gofl Miſs Betty is fond of a puppetſhew, to be ſure 
that's the caſe, | 

Betty. I own I am ſo fond of it, that I would not, 
r fools are captious, have the town loſe its diver- 
ion. | a 

Oaf. To ſuffer Peter to come into the town at al 
was not uſage that J expected from the corporation. 
After the theatrical entertainments I have writ, and I 
may. ſay without vanity, writ up to their taſteg.—[ 
think the town ow'd me ſo much, as not to ſuffer any 

interlopers in a dramatic way. 

Betty But, dear Mr. Oaf, conſider this is only a 
puppetihew. Sure you won't mention that and your 
own works at the ſame time. 

Oaf. The town, you know, is capricious,——and one 
would not have it follow a low, dull, vulgar, ſpiteful, 
bifter, ſatirical thing. I am concern'd for the credit 
of our town, that's all. I wou'd have it encourage on- 
ly things of taſte ; and in that view, | own, it would be 


a mighty mortifying thing to ſee this fellow draw an 


audience. 
Se,. Without doubt it would vex a man. If the 
ſhew takes. 


After all, it would draw cuſtom to the 
| houſe ; 
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houſe ; and tho' I like Betty Broach, J would not have 

my uncle entirely loſe all his buſineſs. {To Oaf aſide. 
Oaf. You ſee there's nothing to be done with her. 

But yonder comes Broach and his wifte.—Let me alone, 

you ſhall ſee bow Pll wok em. 5 


Enter My. Broach, and Mrs. Broach. 


Mr. Broach. | would have ſworn, gentlemen, that 1 
had left you drinking a bottle in the dining room with 
the corporation ——Bur I might indeed have known 
you were not among them, they were all ſo wiſe and 

rave. | 
5 Mrs. Broach. There are very few jokes that they re- 
liſh. Vou, gentlemen, have the wit juſt fitted for 
'em, and whenever you ſpeak among em, I have 
obſerved you never want laughers; now that is being 
very obliging. 

Betty. To be ſure Mr. Oaf and Mr. Gofling have 
been always the favourite wits of our top men. | 

Gafl. Fack Oaf indeed is ſo cowically profane upon 
all occaſions, that he makes them all titter and laugh 
till they are ready to burſt, | 

Oaf. You muſt know, Mrs. Broach, Will. Goftin 
thinks he hath the crack on his fide for a bawdy.jeit. 
But, for all that, for your double entendres, you know, 
Mrs. Broach, there are others may have been as fucceſs- 
ful as he perhaps. | | | 

afl. You know we promis'd to go back to em. 

Oaf. Twas out of friendſhip to you, Mr. Broach, 
that we left em. We have been talking to miſs Betty 
upon the ſubject already. 

G0. This puppet ſhew, Mr. Broach, I'm afraid will 
break you. | 

Mrs. Broach. Break him. 

Oaf. Ay, break him, by Jupiter] 

Gofl. You are a mad-man if you ſufferit to be-play'd 
in your houſe. + 

Daf. Is it pleafant, d'ye think, to have the whole 
corporation upon your back? e | | 
Brach. Now, to my thinking, the magiſtrates feem'd 


fond of-it. 
Oc 


thinks, 


world. 
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Oaf. Dear Broach, I beg your pardon for that. Tis 
tne way of our magiſtrates not to be what they ſeem; 
and give me leave to ſay, I know 'em better than you. 
Why, dear Breach, you would not have a man of con- 
ſequence ſay a thing aad do it, or fay the thing he 


Tho' we are but a country corporation. — 
you muſt allow us to know a little of the way of the 
One would have thought, Broach, you too 
might have known a little of the ways and manners of 
men in office. 

Broach. But what is there then in this piece that 


can make it of ſuch dreadful conſequence. 


Oaf. Treaſon, for ought I know. don't know 


what we may not make of it. 


Gol. And if it is fo, Mr. Broach, — tis not the pup- 
pets you will find that will be call'd to account for it. 
' Oaf. To be ſure you muft quit the town.—I know 
it to be a heavy, biting, ſtupid, malignant ſatire upon 
the whole corporation. I know too the fellow was ſet 
on by the town of A/sborough. It, after this, you ſuf- 


fer it, Mr. Broach, tho? hitherto I have thought well 


of you, I know what J thall think of the matter. 
Broath. 1 know there are idle reports about mafter 
Peter and his ſhew.—-But have you ſeen it, Mr. Oaf? 
have you read it, Mr. Gofling ? 0 
Oaf. I cannot ſay that. 
_ Gofl. But we know enough of the thing in general. 
Oaf. There are things quoted. 
Gofl. Paſſages, very obnoxious paſſages. 
Broach, Why then, gentlemen, I muit acquaint you 


that I have heard it repeated; and I could find out 


none of thoſe dreadful obnoxious paſſages. I heard 
nothing that poſſibly could give offence. 

Oaf. As they are not levell'd at you, you might ve- 
ry eaſily overlook them. Believe me, Mr. Broach, the 
fellow hath impos'd upon you. | 
Broach. You muſt excuſe me, gentlemen, if I take 


upon me to believe my own ears in this affair. 
Gofl. This will never do, Jack. 


. * Oaf. But it ſhall do, before I hens door with it. I 


lay it ſhall not be play'd, and of that I'll bet you fifty 
pounds, and I fay done firſt. 
 Goſl. 
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6. But you forget that we are engaged. in tother 
room. 1 


their wives upon 'em at laſt, and then they muſt do it, 

—Broach, your ſervant.— When vou have confider'd 
better of this affair —— 

Gofl. You will have reaſon to thank us. [Exeunt Oaf 

Y and Goſling. 

Mrs. roach. But after all, huſband, you know our 

aldermen are a captious ſort of gentry ; if they but 

ſurmiſe any thing againtt a man, they never fail of do- 


ing him all the real miſchief in their power. I think, 


in prudence, you ſhould not venture to diſoblige them. 

Betty. The whole of the matter is, Will. Gofling is 
afraid the public ſhews at our houſe may make his un- 
cle's leſs frequented. The ſplutter Jack Oaf makes, is 
the envy and rancour of an author; that's all. I hope 
my father knows em; if he does, I am ſure he does 
not heed 'em. | | | 
Broach. I know that they are the ſpies end buffoons 
of our aldermen, and that there lies their whole merit 
and intereſt ; that they have a noiſy kind of imperti- 
nence too, which fools giggle and laugh at for wit. In 
ſhort, they are the fulſome flatterers of knaves, and 
(themſelves included) the admiration of fools. Tis 
true, they have a general acquaintance, for every bo- 


dy, but men of ſenſe and honeſty, like em. Know | 


'em, girl! yes, girl, I know 'em, and would truſt 'em 
with my money ſooner than my converſation. 

Mrs. Broach. My huſband, I find, does know 'em.— 

Betty. To a hair. 

Mrs. Broach. Poor maſter Peter little thinks how 
many formidable enemies he hath already, who neither 
know him, nor are known by him. But yonder he 
comes ; he and you may have ſomething to fay to one 


another, ſo we'll leave you. (Exeunt Mrs. Broach 
: : | | | and Betty. 


Enter Peter. 


Peter. Landlord, your ſervant. After the fatigue of 
the day, one requires a little refreſhment ; if you will 


do me the honour to take a glaſs with me, order a bottle 
| | | | of 


. 


Oaf. If the magiſtrates ill Rick out, we can ſet 
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of what you. yourſelf like (for I know L ſhall like your 


* 


taſte) into my room. 
Broach. A bottle of neat 


. 


all I fear, is, that they will want parts to reliſh your 


performance. LS | 
Peter. But ſure, ſir, your town, by this time, muſt 


have learnt to be polite enough. to encourage what it 
does not underſtand, © © | Ae 


Broach. As for that matter, fir, I ſhould not queſtion N 


your ſucceſs, provided there were no ſuch things as in- 
formers, lies, and prejudice. You have enemies, fir ; 


particular enemies I cannot call *em neither, but peo- 
p* who wiſh ilto every creature but themſelves. We 


ave ſuch too about our topping men, who are the on- 


ly people apt to believe em, becauſe they are flatter'd. 


by,” em... I dare not explain myſelf further. As I am 


at preſent a townſman, you know, tis but prudence in 


me to keep my tongue within my teeth; I am afraid 


my good wiſhes for you, ſir, hath made me to ſay too 
much already. | | andy = 


Peter. After the odd unaccountable things that have 
happened to me, I can wonder at nothing. My puppet- 


ſhew, to be ſure, hath one great ſign of merit, in ite 
time it hath ſuffer'd violent perſecution. © My little ac- © 
tors have ſtill the wounds and ſcars upon 'em that they 


received by the ſword of Don Quixote, In my own 


country I was almoſt demoliſhed by a. mad-man ; but 1 
Vor. III, | 


cannot 


vs... 
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cannot be in ſuch danger now, for fbols are an inno- 
cent kind of people, and not ſo miſchievous. 
Broach. By your way of thinking, maſter Peter, tis 
a fign you Have not liv'd long in our town. Miſchief 
is the only ſpirit fools have; they look upon. it too as 
the beſt and chief privifege of power, which they every 


now and then take care to let their neighbours know, 


that Fcan telt you. 
Peter. But may not F know my enemies? who are 
they, Mr. Broach b 


Broach. Thoſe who are afraid you have merit; and 
if ever you make it appear, you at once make all fools 
your enemies. It. hath ever been ſo in all times, and 
in all countries. But 'tis high time to leave the aſſem- 


bly-room; fome ladies, I fee, are coming, and the bot- 


tle, maſter Peter, ſthys for us. Over that, converſati- | 


on always grows more free and eaſy. 1 L Ereunt. 


Enter Mrs. Cackle, Lady Ninny, Lads Humdrum, Lady 
Buſtle, Mrs, Braywell, Mrs. Pother, Mrs. Cudden, 


Mys. Drone, Miſs Slugg, Miss Drawle, Miſs Nod 
dipole. They enter tob or three i in a PICs 45 in can- 


Ver ation. * 


La. Ni znny. Nay, as 1 1 


Mrs. Cackle. Pardon me, l N 1 know wy | 


duty. 
La. Humd. Becauſe that creature's ſpots was made 


a knight before mine, ſhe always takes occafion to go 


juſt before me in all. public pr ; not that I value 
precedence a.ruſh, but one 
perk d up, and ſo fond, obitz that's all.! 


Mrs. Cudden. Ad, for that matter, Lady Rundum, 1 
ta be ſure there is nobody carries a title, and does it 


more juſtice than your ladyſhip. You have the pre- 
ſence of a lady. Tbat, madam, oy: body that ſees 
your ladyſbip muſt allow you. 


La. Hund. Vau were, always, Alen Cudden, ex- Lo, 
tremely civil. If. people of diſtinction knew how to be- 
have themſelyes- to; one another as well, we ſhould” 


have leſs ill blood among ueß and there would- not be 
ſo unuoh * Baer 


Mis Brop 


es, to ſee any body- ſo 
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Mrs. Bray. To be fure, madam, ſcandal is grown 
ſo rife,. that if one ever does an imprudent, indiſcreet 
thinz, our neighbours buz it about, before one can 
have an opportunity to find a friend to communicate it 
to ones-felf, O, dear Lady Bu/tle, I beg ten thouſand 
pardons. Let me die, if I faw your ladyſhip. 

La. Buſtle. But, dear Mrs Braywell, now there is 
no occaſion for all this flutter. Really it is diſagreeable 
to have a title, it is fo troubleſome to one's friends. 
Miſs Harriet Noddipole ! Come hither, child. Don't 
you think, Mrs. Drone, the girl is very genteel to- 
night? | 5 

Mrs. Drone. As for that matter, madam, I know 
miſs Harriet hath not a'ſcrap about her, but what is di- 
rectly from London, and (as we all know) ſhe oftner 
ſets us the faſhion than any girl in town, 

La. Humd. I thought, child, you had dreſt your 
own heads. | 
Mrs. Cackle. I vow 'tis mighty pretty. 

La. Ninny. Charming! 

Mrs. Bray. Delightful! 


* 


Mrs. Cudden. Sure never was any thing half ſo 


agreeable. Is not this your own handy-Work, miſs 
Harriet? | 
Harriet. Excuſe me, madam, I leave thimbles to mil- 
liners. I hate what your good houſwives call work, 
For thofe creatures indeed, who do-not know how to' 
amuſe themſelves any other way, tis well enough, I 
can't endure to be able, what they call to do any thing. 
Now there's miſs Sufey Slugg, yonder ſhe comes with 
Mrs. Pol her and miſs Charlotte Dravole. Why, now 
that girl is very aukward: every body may ſee ffle dreſſes 
her own heads, Miſs Sukey, your ſervant. | : 
Mrs. Pother. One may know by miſs Harriet that the 
men are not come yet. TFF 
Charlotte. Nay, for that matter, Mrs. Pother, I muff 
own myſelf like hef; for whenever there are men in 
the room, I hate to'converſe with women. | 
Mrs. Pother. To be ſure, miſs Charlotte, that is very 
natural at your time of life. | 


Sukey. But I wonder how any girls can have that aſ- 


ſurance to own it, Beſides, forward girls do not al- 
ways make forward men. 


Q 2 Mrs. Bray. 
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Mrs. Bray. Beyond all diſpute, madam, there was 
never fo hard a caſe as lady Bu/le's, laſt night. I am 
afr-id it will be too much trouble to your ladyſhip to 
tell you her game, ſhe hath told it ſo often, madam. 

La. Buſtle. None of theſe apologies, I beg you. You 
muſt know then, madam, I play'd without. I play'd 
in black—in ſpades; aye, twas in ſpades. I had five 
matadores and two kings. Now you know, madam, 
if I had been eldeſt hand, the matter would have been 
out of diſpute. Vu was by, Mrs. Cackle ; pray, ma- 
dam, do you remember who led? *Twas let me 
ſee——fr Nathaniel Ninny, No! it could not be him, 
for he fat directly over againſt me. Now I remember 
it, twas Mr. Braywell— Mr. Braywell-—yes, twas 
ſo, led a diamond; I took it with my king, which, to 
my ſorrow, was trump'd. My other king was called 
out of my hand very unluckily the very next card; that 
fir Nathaniel took from me with his only trump, for 
you muſt know all the reſt now lay in a hand. In 
hort, madam, they drew all the looſe cards out of my 

hand ?til] T had only the five matadores. One ſees, ma- 
dam, the thing is juſt poſſible to happen, and that's all. 

Harriet, Hath your ladyſhip made your party to- 


aight ? | | 
1 Buflle. We till want one, child. But if Jack 
Daf is notalready engaged, we may depend upon him. 
He and Will. Goſling are always ſure men. But now I 

think on't, I won't play to-night. | 
La. Humd. Now | choſe not to engage myſelf, for no- 
thing upon earth ſhould keep me from the puppet-ſhew. 
Mrs. Cackle. Dear madam who ever thought of ſtay- 
ing from it. The whole town will be there to-night for 
Certain. 5 
La. Ninny. There is no body more fond of encou- 
raging public diverſions than I am, I would not miſs it 
for the world, Now, would you believe it, madam, 
when I was in London—No—1 am downright aſham'd - 
to tell you how much it colt me in opera And I have 
no ear for muſic neither, nor do I underſtand one word 
of Italian. I know it ſounds odd to fay it; but for 
all that, madam, without any affectation, I do think 


an opera charming. 6 
> 0 
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To them, Jack Oaf, Will, _ with ſeveral men, 
who mingle in converſation with the ladies, whiſper= 
ing, playing at cards, &c. | 

Mrs. Cudden. Nay, for that matter, madam, I would 
not have you think I ſaid any thing againſt miſs Char- 
lotte Drawle's underſtanding. To be ſure, that is what 
all the world muſt allow her, for there is no woman 
alive knows quadrille more thoroughly; and ſhe almoſt 
always wins at it too. | & 

Mrs. Pother. Why, you don't think the girl cheats. 
Mrs. Cudden. I don't ſay that. 8 

Sukey. But, to be ſure, madam, every lady that plays 

(for ſelf-defence) ought to know how. 

Oaf. And is your ladyſhip really in earneſt ? [To lady 


Humdrum, after whiſpering her. 


Go. Tis downright madneſs. | 

La. Humd. 1 tell you, Mr. Oaf, I will not be of any 
party at cards to-night. For nothing ſhall keep me 
trom the ſhew. 


Oaf. Perhaps your ladyſkip may like to ſee your 


friends and relations turn'd into ridicule. 

Gofl. Nay, for ought I know, ladies, you may hear 
ſomething of yourſelves too. Now, madam, you know, 
let the thing be how it will, all women have done 
ſomething or other that they don't care the whole town 
ſhould know. | | 

Mrs. Drene. To be ſure tis difagreeable to be put 
into a fluſter. 

Hurriet. But, dear Jack Oaf, now what ſignifies a 
joke or two upon the aldermen, ſuppoſing the puppets 
are ſo impertinent ? Don't we, who are their wives 
and daughters, love now and then to laugh at them 
among ourſelves. NOT 5 1 

La. Vinny. I beg you, miſs Neddipole don't be in- 
— and quote any thing I may accidentally have 

aid. : The 

Mrs. Pother. Nay, miſs Harriet Neddipole had better 
hold her tongue upon this ſubje&, for to be ſure no 


body hath talk'd freer of ber father and uncles than ſhe 


hath done. | | 1 
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La. Baſtle. But, dear Mr. Oaf, Iam ſure Sir Head- 
frong Buftle, for that matter, is not afraid of any thing 
a puppet can ſay of him. It would be downright ridi- 
culous in us to keep from the ſhew. Don't your lady- 
Sip think ſo 2 | 

Mrs. Bray. I am ſure I have beard enough already 
of what mankind ſays of my ſpouſe, to be concern'd at 
any thing the moſt audacious puppet can ſay. 

Mrs, Gackle. Jack Oaf and Will. Goſling, to divent 
themſelves, had a mind to put us all in a fuſs; but it 
. won't do. | 5 

Oaf. If alderman Erayavell and fir Headſtrong Buftle 
bad not been call'd away from dinner, I am poſitive, 
Will, we ſhould have carried our point among the cor- 
al. Por take em the women, you ſee, Jacl, 
will not bite. ; 
Da, Let us look out for fir Headſtrang and alderman 
 Braywell, They are ſo fair a bit, upon ſo many. ac- 
counts, that you know they are captious upon all oc- 
caſione. We muſt trump up ſome new ſtory 

G . And Fl] vouch it. To be fure, Jack, you have 
a moſt prevailing turn that way. Let us about jt this 
moment. 5 | # 

Oaf. There will be no cards to-night, I ſee,——S0 
we Il jut make a ſhort viſit, and be with you again, la- 
dies, before the ſhew.  {[ Exeunt Oaf and Goſling. 


To them enter Alderman Cackle, Sir Nathaniel Ninny, 
Sir Humphry Humdrum, Mr. Cudden, Mr. Drone, 
1 Slugs- Mr. Drawle, Mr. Pother, Mr. Noddi- 
pole. | 
Cudden. Now is not this a fine fight, alderman Cackle? 
Cackle. What, to ſee our wives < wan e 
ing, and running us in debt! neighbour Cudden ! 
Drone. is a fight that I have been ſo long us'd to, 
that, for my part, I cannot ſee where the fineneſs of it 


les. : | | 
Patber, Sir Nathaniel here is 4 ſort of gameſter bim- 
ſelf, and goes halves with his wife in ruining his family. 
Drone. You have been among the ladies, Mr. Slugg. 
Do they.know any thing of Zack Oaf and Will. Cage 
| | ugg * 


— 


wade hs ad oat ard So BG Es, 
VC 


f G OAT HAM. 33 
. Slugg. They are gone (horridly out of humour) to 
make à fhort vit They ſaid they would be baok 


time enough for the ſhew. 
Now. he ladies are all 4 808 for it. 


* 


d tinte 2 42 our — wag . NY N. 

Sir M. Nimy . T bat, indeed, Mr. el. Es be 
time enough tor. us who are :no:icritios;; but there js 
Ou and Going now are ſo well acquainted with the 
manner and ſtyle of out writers, that they no ſooner 
hear an author's name, but r _ wpon the por» 
formance. 
'  Noddi., To be ſute: Dor they. can a ſcarce Be calbd 
eritios, who muſt. hear:pr, read 1 before they will 
e to declare their Opinion. Any dung can do 

VC: 301493 TO:* F 
Sir H. Dia Would fir. Hendfreng at Mr. Brajeatf 
had finiſn'd their affairs! The moment they « cone _ 
we'll adjourn to the thew., '. — 

Sir MN. Ninny. In the mean tans, fir Hum 


poſe we join in the dande. The: adler have rack up, 


-and. the company, you: tees Hre preparing to begm. 


Enter Sir" Headftrong Buitle and Mrs: Broywell. 
Sir H. Hum. I am ſorty, fir. Headftring, you were 


not here a little ſooner. 


Sir V. Ninny. Nay, for that matter, we eduld Dave 
provided you too, Mr. Adermen Braywell, with a 


Partner. 


; Enter ike, giving abut Hi Proper "+ and From | 


119 bh fey: * ng YOY 9349841 \y Sed 
5 -1 Fil, Jub ging 0 dea ladies. We ve 
4 


ment 
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ment going to begin, gentlemen. Figures almoft. as 
large as the life! They move, walk, and ſpeak as na- 
turally and as well as any of us, gentlemen, Walk in, 
ladies; walk in, gentlemen, and take your places. 
La. Humd. And what is your ſhew, I pray you, fic? 
What is the name of it ? „ „ 
Pickle. It hath been the wonder and delight of all 
Europe, ladies! Tis the celebrated dramatic ehtertain- 
ment, called Meliſendra - Make room there Make 
room for the ladies Pray don't ſtop up the wa) 
Take Money there beg you, gentlemen, make way 
for the ladies. [ Exeunt aldermen, ft, 
K 114 Euler Jack Oaf, Will. Golling. Nie 
Oaf. What's fall the company gone? | To: Pickle. 
- Pickle. Tnto.:the.ſhew-room, and we are juſt going to 
play away; juſt going to begin, gentlemen... | 
WK org Fetgnr: :} IR 049.02. OH FIG NATE. [Exit Pickle. 
Go/l. To be ſure then fir Head/trong and Mr. Bray- 
ell muſt be there. Mr. Broach, you know, told us 
they came into this room. a . 
Oaf. We have nothing for it but to ſend a letter. I 
can diſguiſe my hand. Pen, ink, and paper here. 
42 7. Jt 457. Munig s 33 [Brought in. 
Gofl. Let a porter too be ready to carry a note im- 
media tèely. [ Oaf æumting, and repeating as he writes. 
Oaf. At any rate, fir, put a ſtop to the playing the 
puppet-ſhew. Alderman Braywell is perſonally and 
-moſt, maliciouſly: abus d; ſir Headflirong Buſtle is molt 
inhümanly ridicul'dg nay; the whole corporation. are no 
better treated. Von will be:made the common jeſt of 
Geatham, apd it you do not put a.ſtop to it, the town 
of 4fboretigh (for it was they let it on foot) will have 
their ends. This, àò a friend; I tho ght fit to let you 
know. | 180 1111 $ en 
62. This will do, Jack, Pm ſure this muſt work. 


FO 7 


ee eo 445> 24 fs 
ö Enter Porter. | 4 
Oaf., Deliyer this to-algerman Braywe/[—immedi- 


"ately—you will“ nd him at the ſhew. But” don't ſay 
from whence you caſiie, — there's N 
you. -n dog, go. But, to prevent ſuſpicion, let 

2 yo 8 80. 0 os 7 0 us 
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us go. there before him. D'ye hear, gon t be long after 
AU: |  [Exeunt. 


SCENE, The puppet ſhew-room. 


The 2whole corporation and their wives, &c. To them 


.. enter Jack Oaf, and Will. Goſling, who place them- 


ſelves among the audience. 


Sir , Ninny. Come, the prologue—the. prologue. | | 


| [Porter delivers the letter, and goes out. 
. Pickle.. Courteous ſpectators, ſee with your own 
eyes, | 
Hear with your ears; and there's an end 
| of lies. 
Bray. Hold! ſtop, not a word 3 1 charge you. 
Caſt your eye upon that letter, fir Hea un re | 
1755 all riſe, ſume read and ſb their heads; 
all in commotion.) 

Sir Headſt. Never was any thing ſo audacious A 
word more, firrah, ſhall lay you by the heels. Hand 
it about among the corporation, fir Humphry. 

Audience. I he prologue, the 2 
Sir Headſt. I charge you, fellow 

more. 

Oa,. What's the matter, fir Ballen. 
Sir N Ninny. Look you there 
Oaf. I was not to be believ d. 
Sir Headſi. To what end hath a man riches and pow- 
er, if he cannot cruſh the wretches who have the inſo- 
lence to expoſe the ways by which he got them | This 


is not to be borne! 
To them maſter Peter. 


Peter. I beg you, gentlemen, let me know my of- 


fence. 

Braywell. We know it, and that is ſufficient for us 
to proceed upon. We are not brought ſo low to ſuffer 
every paultry fellow to vindicate himſelf rhat we think 
fit to accuſe. 

Sir Headft. Such liberties are not to be taken. Call 
us to an aceount for our actions! Expoſe us to the 
public!“ 5 Bray. 


not a word 
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. Bray. I have been ſo longiof the corporation indeed 
to fine purpoſe, if at this time of day I am not above 
public cenſure. | | 
Sir Head}. I won't be talk'd of at all. Who ſhall 
dare to talk of their betters? . 
Cuaden. You and your puppets ſhall be taught better 
manners, you impertinent fellow, you. Rn 
Peter. See it, hear it, gentlemen; you will. then 
find I have been injur'd, and that you have been im- 
poſed upon. , ane 8 
Bray. Impoſed upon ! how impudently the fellow 
talks before us! RR DEI 
Sir N.-Ninny. This is calling us downright 'fools to 
our faces! Were you ever impoſed upon, fir Humphry. 
Peter. But I hope, fits, you will not diſappoint the 
audience: confider, gentlemen, it will be 3 great, loſs 
to ine. | HS „ 
Cackle. And fo much the better. 5 
Sir Head}. Such audacious wretches ſhould ſtarve, 
who, becauſe they are poor, are fo inſolently honeſt in 
every thing they * that a rich man cannot enjoy his 
Rr qe form. EEE 
Bray. You ſhall not only diſmiſs the audience, fet- 
low, but return the money 1 
Potber. We muſt keep theſe wretches down. Tis 
right to keep mankind. in dependance. . „ 
Sir Headſt. Tis the raſcals who live by their induſ- 
try, who are ſo impertinent to us. We ſhould fuffer 
no body in town to get money but by our licence, and 
then we ſhould never be treated with diſteſpect. So | 


* 


tell yon once again, it ſhall not be play. 
La. Humd. Sir Headſtrong is horridhy provoking 
now, to hinder us of our diverſion, don't you think ſo, 
lady Minny? 3 . 
La. Vinny. Nay, I can't ſay but I ſhould have liked 

to have heard it— Yet, after all, who knows what an 
impertinent fellow might have ſaid of any of us? Not 
that Iam afraid of any thing the fellow can ſay of me. 
Harriet. But out of curioſity one would hear a little 
ſample of it. | | V 
La. Bufle. After all, fir Head/?rong, I cannot tł ink 
the fellow's requeſt fo. very ra"... to be heard 
firſt, and judg d afterwards. Drawle. 


4 
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Draaule. There is, without doubt, a little tao much 
coinpliance in granting it. Yet thete have been men in 
authority who have allowed it. My memory, alack-a- 
day, is weak, and I cannot remember precedents. 

Sir Headſt. I have ſaid it, Mr. Drawle, and I never 
retract: the thing fhall not be play d. 

Sir V. Ninny. To be ſure, fir Headſtrong, it oan never 
be expected that one of your good ſenſe and reſolution 
ſhould ever retract, or be convinced you have been in 
the wrong We only aſk, that the fellow may be al- 
low'd to give ſome ſhort account of his ſhew, or a re- 
hearſal of ſome of the parts of it ; there can be no harm 
in that ſure. 8 | 
Cackle. Why, we know very well what is in it, fir 
Nathauiel. —_ "ZÞ 
Sir Headft, And when a man is determin'd what 10 
do, what ſignifies heating what a dian has to ſay for 
himſelf ? | 
2 1 2 Do, dear fir Headſtrong ; let us hear ſome- 

ing of it. | 

tr Headſt. It looks fo like condeſcenſion | 

La. Buftle. Not at all, fir Headſtrong; for, right or 
wrong, you may ſtill abide by your point. 

Sir Head. The ladies have a curioſity to hear ſome 
of your impertinence—You can ſoon ſatisfy them. 

Peter. All T aſk, is to flow and prove myſelf inof- 
fenſive. What I propoſed to repreſent, ladies, was the 
celebrated dramatic entertainment, called Meliſendra; 
ſo often play'd in moſt of the capital cities of Europe. 

Sir N. Ninny. Who is Meliſendra? Who can he 
mean by Meliſendra? | | 7 

Peter. Tis an ancient hiſtory, Sir. 

Sir H. Humd. That may be—but for all that if my 
name began with an M, as indeed it doth end with it, | 
jg: have a ſhrewd ſuſpicion it might mean ſomebody 

Sir N. Ninny. Nay, he is very near me; for an Ns 
the very next letter that follows it. My name is Ninny, 
you know. | | 

La. Ninny. Dear fir Nathaniel, don't interrupt the 
fellow. ; 


Peter, 
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Pieter. There ſtands my interpreter. Begin, repeat, 
Pickle. We are not permitted to draw the curtain; ſup- 
- poſe it drawn, and now ſay away. 

Pickle. Meliſendra, ladies, wife to don Gayferos, is 
impriſon'd by the Moors in Spain ; in the town of San- 
Line! now call'd Saragoſa. 

Cudden. Why in Spain? Why muſt it be in Spain? 
Did not you, Mr. Drone, ſell ſerges formerly to ſome 
merchant or other who traded to Spain? I beg you to 
recollect yourſeli—He'll be about ſome of us preſently ; 
that I can ſee. | | 

Pickle. Pray, gentlemen, have a little patience ; it 
will be impoſſible elſe to go on. The firſt figure, gal- 
lants, we preſent you is don Gayferos, who is fo un- 
mindful of the beautiful captive Meliſendra, that you 
ſee him playing at tables. Charlemagne, the ſuppoſed 
father of Melifendra, peeps out, chides, and beats him 
for his neglect of her. The emperor, you ſee, is in a 
hufF: Now, mind, ladies and gentlemen, how he 
rates his ſuppoſed ſon-in-law don Gayferos, Pray, i- 
lence, gentlemen. | 


At tables, don ! was ever ſuch a ſot 

His inoney ſquander'd, and his wife forgot ! 
Haſte, riſe, reclaim thy poor diſtreſſed beauty: 
This cudgel elſe ſhall ding thee into duty. 


Sir N. Ninny. Here's a raſcal now. Hold, you dog. 
He might as well have call'd me by my name. If I did 
get drunk, and loſe my money at play, and I have not 
what you call reclain'd my wife; he means, redeem'd 
ſome of her trinkets at the pawnbrokers.— Tis plain 
who you mean by your don Gayferos, Are family ſe- 
crets to be divulged, raſcal ? 

La. Ninny, How can you be ſo ridiculous, fir Na- 
thaniel? | beg you don't talk of me. 

Sir W. Ninny, I was afraid he was going to ſay ſome- 
thing about— i 

La. Vinny. Hold your tongue, I tell you. 

Sir V. Ninny. Did you ever tell any body of this ſe- 


cret before, my dear? 
La. Ninny. No, tis yourſelf have told every body of 


Sir 


it now; you 
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Sir N. Ninny. What? 15 5 
La. Nin ny. J was going to ſay, fool. But you know, 
my dear, I have a great command of myſelf before 


company. But, dear fir Nathaniel, now don't inter- 
rupt him Let the fellow go on. 


Pickle. Don Gayferos now flings down the tables, 
and calls for his armour ; his man (Punch ) brings it to 


him. Now liſten, gallants. *Tis don Gayferos that 
ſpeaks. 


Thus clad in ſteel J go to riſk my life. 
To which his ſervant ſays, | 
Loo bring home peace, ſir ? 
No, replies don Gayferos, 
To bring home my wife. 


Sir. H. Hund. Never was ſuch audacious imperti- 
nence! My wife and I have our private wars and bat- 
tles as other married folks have; but what's that to any 
body elſe? My lady and I brought in, in a puppet- ſhewi 

this is intolerable. To be ſure we ſhall hear ſomething 
of you and Mrs Pother by and by—for I don't believe 
you have got the better of her yet. | | 

Oaf. This indeed was too plain, Sir Humphry, down- 
right ſcandalous ! the fellow thould not be ſuffer'd. 

[Lady Humdruin and Sir Humphry ſeem in a 
violent diſpute. 
Pickle. The next figure, ladies, is his couſin Noldan, 


who offers to aſſiſt him, and in theſe words encourages 
him to the undertaking : : | 


Do, couſin, what all worthy knights ſhould do : 
Pride, av Tice, rapine, every vice ſubdue. 


Sir H. Buſtle. Let us have no more of this ſpeech. 
You are very inſolent, fellow. | 

Goſling, Pride, avarice, rapine, vice! Are theſe 
words fit to be mention'd before the magiſtrates of our 
town? Every child can tell who he meays. 

Sir H. Buſtle. He hath ſaid his worſt of me. Tam 
above calumny ſo go on with your impudence. 

Pickle. His couſin Keldan now lends don Gayferos 
his ſword Durindana. "Y 
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Sir N. Ninny, His couſin Roldan ! Roldan then ('tis 
a clear point) muſt mean you, Mr. Cudden, for you are 
my confin you know; and to be ſure there is ſome ve- 
ry malignant refteQion'in this unintelligible paſſage that 
he is afraid to explain, and we ſhall never find out. 

- Drawwle, Tis maniteſt, fir Nathaniel, that it is a 
moſt bitter 77:»er4o—but indeed I cannot ſay at what or 
at whom it is levell'd. | — 

Peter. Pray gentlemen, have patience.—Hear it out, 
and you will find you miſtake the thing entirely. 

Pickle. Now the ſcene changes to the tower of Sara. 

oſa. Meliſendra appears at the window in a Mooriſh 

dabit, expecting her ſpouſe from Paris. | 

Sir Heudſt. Paris. That now is at me. 

Bray. No. Tis at me. | 

Sir Head. I won't have Paris mention'd. | 

Bray. All the world muſt apply it to me. Do but 
conſider, fir Headſtrong, I had a relation once there who 
was bubbled, and bubbled me too to that moſt conſpi- 
cuons degree, that we were both look'd upon as fools— 

Oaf.. Excuſe me, Mr. alderman. Braywell, notwith- 
ſtanding what you ſay of your kinſman, the thing is 
manifeſtly levell'd at fir Headſtrong. And there was not 
ſo much folly in the affair neither ; for all the town 
agrees that neither Mr. Pother nor fir Head/trong are a 
doit the poorer for all that bubbling affair. 
 Pother. And why ſhould we, I pray? for, you know, 
when one is to do the corporation ſervice, one may ve- 
ry freely make ule of the corporation's money. 

Oaf. Take my advice ; forbid the play at once, and 
hear no more of it. | 
Peter. Let him go on, I beg you indeed, gentle- 
men, you will find me inoffenſive. | 

Pickle, A Moor ſteals ſoftly behind Meliſendra, and 
kiſſes her. Then in an open gallery appears the grave 
Mosriſb monarch Marfilius, king of Sanſuenna. Upon 
ſeeing his kinſman and favourite fo ſaucy, he ſentences 
him arbitrarily and immediately to be whipt through the 
public ſtreets, without form or procets, or the ſhadow 
of legal proceeding. | | | 

Sir Hendſt. Legal proceeding! 1 knew he would have 
t'other ſlap at me. I don't fee why I ſhould be twitted 

| in 
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in the teeth upon this ſcore, for Jam ſure I am for le- 
gal proceeding upon all occaſions, but when the corpo- 
ration's or my own affairs require that it ſhould be diſ- 
pens'd withal, You were out, you ſee, Mr. Oaf, the 
Moor Marſilius is meant at me. Beyond all diſpute, I 
am the Moor. W 
Oaf. No doubt on't, tho you are only & private man, 
yau are ſo conſiderable a member of the corporation, 
that the raſcal would make yon as black as ever he 
could. As you fay, fir, the Moor Mar/itius mult be 
ou. | 
5 60%. And to be ſure every body knows w ho he means 
by bis! kinſman and favourite, ho ĩs fo faucy; | 
Qaf. Mr. Pother is not. ſo blind but he can fee where 
it is meant. TI $1 5 1 
Gel. Nay, for that matter, = Qaf, by the def- 
cription, we cannot ſay which of his kinfmen or favon- 
rites he means. You cannot poſitively ſay that he 
does mean Mr. Pother. bY” 5 | 
Peter. The guilty perſon can frequently make ap- 
plications, that no body can make but himfelf. Upon 
my word, gentlemen, I am perfectly aſtoniſſi'd at your 
obſervations. I hate private ſlander. As for general 
ſatire ; the ſatitiſt is not to be accuſed of calumny ; he 
that takes it to himſelf is the proclaimer and publiſhers 
of his own folly and guilt. I proteſt, gentlemen, 2 
re. 


have told me ſeveral things that I did not know be 
Proceed, Pickle, proceed. | : 
Pickle. By this time you muſt know, don Gayferos is 
arrived at S4rapoſa;; and there meeting accidentally with 
ſome of his own countrymen and neighbours—— _ 
 Drawle. Hold, hold, firs My ears very much de- 
ceive me, or he mention'd neighbours. | 
Drone. You were not miſtaken, Mr. Drawle, Iheard 
1t but too plain, | 
Cackle. Ay. There he is at us all. For you know 
all of us are neighbouts to ſome body or other. = | 
Draaule. Youare out, Mr. alderman Cackle. For he 
muſt mean, and can only mean, my worthy neighbour 
ſir Nathaniel Ninny and myſelf; for we really are 
neighbours, call one another neighbours, and live next 
door to one another. 


Cackle, 
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Cackle. No ſuch matter, Mr. Drawle. The caſe is 

plain, he's at all of us. 1 | 

_ Sir H. Humd. We'll have no more of this imperti- 
bene, e 
Sir Headſi. We'll hear no more on't; neighbours-— 
nothing can be more unguardedl !? | EE 
Bray. Return the money, raſcal, and diſmiſs the 


audience. 


La. Bufile. You are too haſty, huſband. Becauſe 
you yourſelf know what you are, you think every body 
elſe knows it too. — Now that does not always follow. 
Audience. The ſhew, the ſhew.—Play away. 2 
Sir Headft. Mr. Noddipole, I charge you, keep the 
eace. | FS | 
Broach. Till now I never believ'd half that was faid 
againſt them; -. + | 5 hy | 
Mrs. Broach. Indeed, huſband, I thought 'em only 


- 


mew. „ . 3 | 
Audience: The aldermen—ſinoak the aldermen—— 
bpzxef .....: [ Hooting at em as they go out. 


Peter. Becauſe knaves and fools are a captious ſet of 
people, Iam to be deny'd the common privileges of 
| Pickle. "Tis very hard, *tis very unlucky. But you 
have had the ſatisfaction, fir, to ſee the fools expoſe 
themſelves. _ ö | | 

Peter. There is nothing to be done here; they have 
the- power, and we muſt ſubmit—So to-morrow we'll 
leave the town. This adventure of ours hath indeed 
anſwer' d the main end of a good play. For 3 


The drift of plays, by Ariſtotle's rules, 
Is, what you've ſeen—expoſing knaves and fools. 


S. 
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